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CHAPTER ONE 


1. "I’ve got just the 
place for ya..." 


Malcolm J. Dunsmore was a_ stocky 
man. He also liked to imbibe every Monday 
night very heavily at the local Kiwanis club 
where he would officiate with that week's 
business. Malcolm was also the principal of 
the local protestant high school so naturally 
on Tuesdays if one was wise, one would 
stay as far away from him as possible for 
Malcolm usually nursed a_ terrible hangover 
and was just waiting for someone to make 
some error so that he could pounce on 
them unmercifully. More than once | heard 
him chew out one of the teachers for 
something or other in his stentorian § voice 
which could usually be heard through the 
closed doors of the dlassrooms. Everybody 
would look at each other with trepidation hoping that the poor individual 
that received his wrath at that moment would somehow assuage Malcolm's 
hangover for the rest of the day. Sometimes this was the case and some 
times it was not. 

Unfortunately | usually made the mistake of arriving late on Tuesday 
mornings for class, but this was nothing out of the ordinary for | would 
arrive late for first period almost every other morning as well. Malcolm 
could not fail to notice me on these mornings since his office abutted all 
of the upper grade classrooms. The students as well as the teachers had 
to pass by his usually open door and Malcolm was keenly observant-espe- 
cially of those students like myself who somehow always managed to get 
bogged down somehow at the local boarding house and more often than 
not arrive late for the first class. Fortunately, our teacher did not care 
too much and did not get overly tense when some of us would arrive 
late. 


| can vividly remember several Tuesday mornings when | tried to 
sneak by the open door of his office’ Sometimes | would get lucky. Mal- 
colm would be out of his office on some errand or other or chewing out 
some other poor individual that got caught first. When he espied me, he 
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would bellow out, "White, | see you, cmere" | would have to go to his 
office door. He would continue “You're late again, White. What’s the ex- 
cuse this time?" No matter what | would answer or how good the excuse 
was, the next tirade would be inevitable Malcolm’s voice would now am 
plify to a roar. "You can just get out of here anytimedo you hear te? 
Anytime! I'll hold the door open for you." Of course, my wisest response 
was_ nothing. 

"Who do you think you are?" He would continue "Do you_ think 
you're a_ privileged character or something?" Now his face would start to 
get beet red. He would be literally shouting. He would continue "The 
next time | see you coming in late, you can just stay home permanently." 
His face would now turn purple | would try to ignore him and_ usually 
when | opened the door to the classroom, walked in and sat down clos 
ing the door behind me, Malcolm would continue maundering a bit and 
then go back to his office still grumbling audibly to himself. The teacher 
and other students were too scared to even laugh except for the time 
when Malcolm actually followed me into the classroom ranting loudly call- 
ing me names but fortunately recovered himself sufficiently to leave when | 
sat down at my desk for he suddenly realized that he had interrupted the 
class disrupting the lesson. | thought that he would end up slugging some 
one, but he never did. He wasn't afraid to do this either and | am sure 
that he could have handled himself very well in any kind of fracas for 
his father owned a lumber yard and it was obvious that Malcolm had 
done his share of lifting and all the other bits associated with that busi- 
ness. Indeed, Malcolm used to come to the gymnasium occasionally to work 
out on the parallel bars impressing us with his gymnastic ability at all of 
the standard moves on the bars which hardly any of the students could 
do properly-if at all. It was doubly amazing for Malcolm was quite stocky 
and in his thirties, yet he could easily support his own weight with a 
fair amount of agility. Even the gym teacher was impressed. 

Malcolm even went so far one Tuesday to sit down and write a 
letter to my grandmother informing her of the fact that he was about to 
cashier me from the school and deprecating almost everything that | did 
up to that point. Of course my grandmother went into a snit when she 
read it and | had a hard time convincing her that it probably meant 
nothing since it was written on a Tuesday. What’s more when she finally 
teleohoned him, he could not recall writing the letter, Another Tuesday 
morning, he could not find anybody to scold wandering about in the halls, 
so he suddenly whipped open the door to our classroom and glowered at 
me for about a minute. He was extremely disappointed that he found me 
in my _ seat, | guess and as soon as he closed the door, everybody burst 
out laughing-even our usually staid math teacher. 

Why did he single me out? There was somewhat of a reason. | 
must backtrack a bit to the beginning of that school year when | was 
enroled in a nearby high school in Grade eleven. | was trying to com 
plete my year in this school but | found that | had antagonized most of 
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the teachers by being caught trying to play the piano during my free 
periods. For some reason, they did not want me to play the piano and | 
think | must have been thrown out of the piano room by each and 
every teacher at that school. However, undaunted | continued to try to 
practice so eventually they threw me out of the school altogether. 

| started to hitchhike to a newly built school ten miles away, but 
the grades nine, ten and eleven were being taught in the same classroom 
which made it extremely difficult to concentrate on anything. My only sav- 
ing grace was that | was quite advanced in mathematics and_ fortunately 
the new principal at that school was also an erstwhile math teacher so 
he helped me aé great deal. Another fortuitous event that occurred was 
that the fellow that befriended me when | first came there turned out not 
only to be a fellow musician who played trumpet, but also whose father 
had great influence with the principal and they interceded in my behalf so 
that the principal did not throw me out due to the recommendation of 
the first school’s principal, for in those days, word got around from school 
to school fast and usually when you were chucked out of one school, you 
could not even enter another of the same system. If you were fortunate 
enough to be accepted, it usually did not last long for as soon as the 
new principal found out about you, you were dead. 

At this time | was hanging out with members of a Westmount gang 
who frequented a local boat club. They had incorporated me into their 
select group because of my prowess at the piano and at the bridge table 
Also, | seemed able to get on with them quite wel. There was a certain 
member of this gang named John, who resided in the same town where | 
had been cashiered from the school. John and | hung out togethe a lot 
and we were bridge partners as well. His mother lived at the town’s only 
hotel and naturally John was apprised of all of my latest escapades. John 
had completed his grade twelve Senior High School Leaving and had come 
first in the Province in English. He was quite a bright fellow and know- 
ing that | wanted to go to college in the U.S., he was determined to 
try to do something for me. The only trouble was, he could not figure 
out anything to do until one day after | told him that | was now going 
to this new high school hitchhiking in the snow, for it was now winter. 
Sometimes | would not get to school until eleven or twelve am. My new 
friend, Sandy, would always see to it that my lateness was overlooked. 

One night | was invited for supper by Sandy. His father had a 
huge farm and the whole family and guests sat at this very long table 
Imagine my surprise when | saw the principal there supping with us along 
with another teacher who seemed a bit unfriendly at the school. After we 
had dined, Sandy ushered me to the piano and when | started to play, 
he suddenly produced his trumpet and in another moment we were jam 
ming. All at once, | heard another trumpet. This trumpet player was far 
better than Sandy and obviously had played professionally. It was the 
teacher. To make a long story short, we all had a very good time, but | 
knew that the school situation was untenable even with Sandy’s help for 
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there was no way that | could possibly complete my grade eleven without 
proper formal instruction since | was not even clear on what | had to 
study for my final exams which were due in June. 

This is where John entered the picture’ One day he came up with 
an idea. Why don’t we go to Granby? There was a big high school there 
and | could just as easily live there as where | was presently residing. 
John offered to accompany me hitchhiking and would talk to the _ principal 
there. This, he explained, would give me added leverage to be able to 
enter there in the middie of the year. The idea had merit so we both 
hitched a ride over to Granby and went directly to the high school. John 
boldly strode up to the principal’s office and this was my ffirst encounter 
with Malcolm. Of course as soon as | saw him, | knew that | had no 
chance of getting into that school for he looked mighty unfriendly-especially 
the way he eyed me. Before | could say to John that it was OK and 
never mind about this school, John walked over to Malcolm, extended his 
hand, and said, "How do you do, Mr. Dunsmore, my name is John Bogan 
and this is my brother Keith here..." 

"Er, yes, how do you do, fine, what is it?" 
"Well sir, aS you know," John continued with complete confi- 


dence, "| have just completed my Senior matriculation exams and have just 
won the first prize in English." 

Malcolm was impressed and answered, "Oh, really, how can | hep 
you?" 

"Well, sir, | wanted my brother Keith, here, to achieve the same 


thing in Mathematics since his talents are formidable in that direction, but 
he’s presently having some difficulty at Waterloo High because of travelling 
and so we wondered if perhaps, he could enter here | know it’s late in 
the year, but..." 

| could not beieve this! Now my _ knees were starting to shake 
First, John is bullshitting this very formidable and unfriendly looking princi- 
pal and second, compounding the felony, he is lying about my name! | 
was too scared to say anything. 

Malcolm spoke. "Well, | think this would be possible What grade is 
he in now?" 

"Keith is presently taking Grade edeven, but his maths are very 
strong. | think that he should be taking grade twelve maths and_ besides, 
Keith wants to enter an American college" 

"Why not just put him in grade twelve proper? There he could get 
the higher math courses and the other courses shouldn't offer too much 
difficulty." Malcolm glared at me and asked, "Have you taken Grade eeven 
physics." 

"No sir," | blurted out. 

"Well, what we can do there is to have you take grade edeven 
physics simultaneously with grade twelve physics. There is no schedule con- 
flict and if you're that good in maths, there should be no problem. The 
rest of the courses should present no difficulty." 
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That sounds splendid, eh Keith?" John looked at me smiling. | still 
could not believe what was happening. Then he inquired, "What about the 
other grade eleven subjects then?" 

"Hell, he doesn’t need to take grade eleven at all if he passes the 
grade twelve since if he’s going to an American university, they'll only be 
interested in the grade twelve stuff anyway," Malcolm quickly retorted. My 
head was reeling. How the hell could | possibly carry this off? | figured 
it was just a dream anyway, that | would never have to come back to 
this school. Indeed, | had visions of leaving the Province on the first 
available train before | would be arrested for fraud or something. 

John arose smiling and with complete confidence strode over to Mal- 
colm, grabbed his hand shaking it vigorously and said, ‘Well, that’s’ it 


then, | certainly want to thank you for your invaluable assistance. This 
relieves me of a great burden. | was really worried about my _ brother, 
Keith, here Now, when would you like him to start?" | was afraid that 


Malcolm heard me gulp, but if he did he ignored it. 

"As soon as he is able" 

"Keith, how about starting next Monday?" John asked me looking at 
me_ intently. 

"Uh-yeah, sure, that would be fine | just have to move a few 
things and get a new place, and..." 

"Yes, fine" John continued, "we should be able to wrap things up 
by the end of the week. Wel, thanks again, Mr. Dunsmore. See you 
then." Yeah sure, thought |. I'll see you next year in the springtime when 
the rockies fall. Where the hell is the exit door, | further thought? Get 
me out of here before they take us both away. 

As soon as we left the building, John and | started to break up. 
"There," he said, "| got you into a good school." 

'Very funny, John. There’s no way that I’m ever going to go there 
What if he finds out my real name?" 

"He won't even remember your name Just enter as Keith Bogan." 

"| can’t do that." 

"You'll figure out something," and that was that as far as John was 
concerned. 

| mulled this whole thing over for another week. Meanwhile | knew 
that | was dropping farther and farther behind in my schooling and any 
chance of entering an American university was going slowly down the 
drain. Finally, | decided what the hell, it was Hobson’s choice anyway. | 
hitched a ride over to Granby but when | started to look for a room, | 
found that they were quite hard to find and a lot of the renters would 
not even look at you unless someone recommended you. | decided to see 
Malcolm-maybe he could help me 

|! went up to Malcolm’s office and as soon as he spotted me he 
bellowed out, "I’ve been looking for you for two weeks!" | thought, God, 
this is it. I’m undone. He's found me out and now he wants to have 
me arrested. Then his voice softened a bit and he asked, "Where have 
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you been? | set up your schedule and everything. | was expecting you 
two weeks ago. You have to get started on your courses." When | heard 
this | was very relieved for he _ still seemingly hadn't twigged to the 
Bogan story. 

"| couldn't find a place to stay," was all | could think of answering. 
The real answer was that | was afraid to come to school for | feared 
dire consequences. Needless to say, John was long gone, having accompa- 
nied his mother somewhere or other so he was off the scene 

"Why didn’t you say so? I've got just the place for ya," Malcolm 
confidently said. He continued writing down an address. "Here, you go 
down to this address and just tell them that Mr. Dunsmore sent you." 

"Right," and | took the paper with the address on it and scooted 
out of there before he started asking me too many embarrassing questions. 
| found the place quite readily for it was within walking distance of the 
school. It was an old bleak house and there was no. doorbell-just a 
knocker which | used to try to summon someone. After a minute or 60, 
an ancient woman answered the door. I’m talking old; she was in her 
late eighties or early nineties at least and her face had more wrinkles on 
it than a dried plum. She peered at me and said, 'Yes?" 

"Uh, | understand that you have a room for rent." 

"Yes," 

"Mr. Dunsmore sent me He..." Her old eyes instantly lit up at the 
mention of Malcolm’s name. She bade me to enter and | did. Although 
the house was old, the interior was in better shape than she was. She 
even had an old upright piano in the parlor. As soon as you walked in 
the front door there were stairs right in front of you that went to a 
second floor. There was an aisletype hallway next to the stairs which led 
into the kitchen. The ancient lady led me_ upstairs turning right into a 
bedroom at the top. She said, "This isn’t the room, it’s through here We 
can go through this room now because Paula isn’t here now. The_bath- 
room is right across the hall." She pointed and indeed there was a _ bath- 
room directly across from Paula’s room. She continued, "When you use the 
bathroom, you will have to go around the other way through the kitchen. 
Ill show you." 

What the hell is this? thought |. We went up a couple of steps on 
the far side of Paula’s room and entered an attic room with a sloping 
ceiling. | could stand up on one side of the room but when | tried on 
the other side, | bumped my head. There were some stairs over on the 
opposite side of the room and the ancient lady informed me that these 
went down to the kitchen. There was a bed, but it was not long enough 
for me and there was the inevitable light hanging down from a wire in 
the ceiling. Naturally the bulb was unfrosted. | did not like this place too 
much, but what could | do? | had to take it temporarily at least until | 
could find something else. The ancient lady then added, "My daughter lives 
next door and she boards people. She's an excellent cook. You can go 
over there to eat maybe, do you want me to phone her?" 
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"Yes, thank you." The ancient lady picked up the phone and _ told 
her daughter that | would be coming over to see her. Meanwhile, | heard 
someone enter. It was her husband. This guy was even older than she 
was. He looked like death warmed over and he also was very unfriendly. 
He started firing questions at me which | answered and during the conver- 
sation it came out that | played the piano. The ancient lady asked me to 


play so | sat down and proceeded to play some boogie woogie. This 
drove the ancient man into a tither. The ancient lady had to soothe him 
and whilst she was about this, | left to go next door. | kept asking 


myself, how the hell do | get myself into such situations? 

| rapped on the door next to the ancient lady's place and an old 
woman answered. This was her daughter! | could not beieve this. The 
daughter was at least sixty and she started to give me a hard time | 
was about to tell her to shove her food where the sun doesn’t shine, but 
| happened again to mention Mr. Dunsmore and all of a sudden she was 
all smiles and the next thing | knew | was booked for coming rreals. | 
went back to the school and saw Malcolm. "How did you make out?" he 
inquired. | apprised him of the situation and he chuckled a bit when | 
described events to him. 

| moved all my gear into the new place and was curious about 
Paula. | then went over to the daughter’s place and was surprised to 
learn that there were at least a dozen people boarding there. One of the 
girls introduced herself. It was Paula. She was a buxom brunette about 
56" tall who appeared to be quite friendly, but | could see that she was 
too mature for me. However, | thought how nice it would be if...;her 
room being right next to mine Actually, when she was through in the 
bathroom most mornings she would allow me to cross through her room. 
This was infinitely better than traipsing through the old kitchen having to 
disturb the old bag down there when she was about her cooking espe 
cially with my towel and toothbrush draped over my arm. In any case, | 
felt a definite antipathy towards me from both the ancient lady and her 
antediluvian husband and one thing was for sure, | had to stay away 
from that piano. 

| feel that | must digress a moment to say something about Paula. 
She was very nice to me although she did not flirt with me at all. One 
night | was out on the road hitchhiking about ten p.m. and | could not 
get past a certain area because of a very unfriendly skunk. A car came 
along and whizzed past. Then it stopped and backed up. The driver was 
some fellow and the girl that he was with, was Paula. She had made 
him stop because she recognized me | apprised her of my situation so 
she had her boy friend blow his horn to scare away the skunk and then 
she insisted that he give me a lift to Granby. | found this very kind. 
But although she was kind and liked me, she made it plain that there 
would be no hanky panky of any kind, unfortunately for me. 

After a couple of weeks of devouring the daughter’s fare, | found 
that | had acquired a bad case of trench mouth and | had to take some 
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penicillin lozenges to get rid of it. Also, | began to wonder about some 
of the oddball characters that dined with me at the daughter’s house, 
especially this fellow called Bill, who seemed to act very peculiar. In fact 
his physical mannerisms were so odd that they reminded me of a fedlow 
named Gordie with whom | worked the previous summer on a farm. Gor- 
die was an epileptic and displayed a lot of the same characteristics of 
head movement, body movement and manner of speaking. | had not only 
had occasion to observe Gordie closely, since | worked with him almost 
on a daily basis all summer, but there was another chap that would 
come up some weekends to stay at the farm and he also was an epilep- 
tic. The farmer’s first wife was also an epileptic and so this felow Bill 
intrigued me. Could he be an epileptic? | wondered. 

Actually thinking back on it, the whole crew that ate in thee 
seemed to be a peculiar lot. Of course they must have been harbouring 
some of the same sensations about me, but | was struck by the fact that 
most of them were so aloof almost to the point of being unfriendly. Now 
mind you, | don’t appreciate a lot of palavery when |’m trying to eat, but 
on the other hand, a little friendly communication should be in order. | 
know that later on when | boarded at this place in the States that the 
people there were quite friendly. 

One day | happened to arrive a bit late for my lunch and the 
daughter of the ancient lady was kind enough to serve me my lunch late 
We were alone in the room and | decided to take the bull by the horns 
and inquire about this peculiar fellow named Bill. So, when she came to 
the table after she had served me, _| looked at her and asked her, "Say, 
you know that fellow that sits at the end of the table therel think his 
name's Bill?" 

"Yes, what about him?" | don’t think she was too certain about 
whom | was_ speaking. 

"Well, is he an epileptic or something?" | continued. 

"You. mean Bill, my son?" said the daughter raising both her eye 
brows and her voice 

"Er, well, eh, the fellow at the end of the table there," | continued, 
but somehow | knew that | had it. 

"You're talking about my son. How dare you say that about him?" 

"I’m sorry, | was just curious..." 

"My son’s not epileptic and there's nothing wrong with him, but as 
for you..." 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, OK, I’m sorry, | didn’t mean to..." 

"You get out of here right now. You can just find some other place 
to eat your meals." 

"Ma’am, really, | didn’t mean to hurt your..." 

"You heard meGIT!" | hardly had a chance to finish my last mouth- 


ful. | scooted out of there How the hell could | know that this dude 
was her son? What now? Where would | be able to find another place 
with such good cooking? Oh well, | could not think about it now for | 
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had to get to class. | would come back home later and cogitate the 
whole situation. 

After class | returned to the rooming house and no sooner had | 
gotten in the door when the ancient lady descended upon me telling me 
to get my stuff and clear out. | was flabbergasted. Her daughter had 
phoned her, she said, and she wanted me to vacate the premises immedi- 
ately. Watching this relic go into a tirade about such a trivial faux-pas on 
my part suddenly started to tickle my funny bone and | started to laugh 
at her. This of course only added to her discomfiture and she _ started 
yelling and called her husband who came bounding out of some room or 
other. Meanwhile, | was gathering up my chattels and all | wanted to do 
was to get the hell out of there for | was now beginning to think they 
were all nut cases. Finally during a lull in the ranting | said, "OK, OK, | 
made a mistake asking about your grandson, but what’s the big deal? 
How come you're getting so upset about it?" 

With that the ancient man started to turn purple and he began to 
yell, "You cant call my grandson an epileptic. You..." But before he could 
finish, | interjected and asked, "Then what would you like me to call 
hime" 

This question stopped the old gee dead in his tracks for about two 
seconds and then | thought that he was going to have apoplexy for he 
started to sputter and turned even a deeper shade of purple 

"You...you...,". he could not think of any names to call me He 
looked so ridiculous that | started to laugh again and | said, "Look, just 
take it easy, you’re becoming overwrought." 

"GET OUT," he cried. "I’m trying, I’m trying," | countered. And | 
was. | was trying to get out with all my goodies before they killed me 
or died of a heart attack. 

"You...you...ne kept sputtering because he couldn't think of a name 
bad enough to call me ‘You...you’re a... MISFIT!" When he said this, | 
burst out into peals of laughter, not just because of the absurd situation, 
but because after all that groping for vocabulary, the grossest insult that 
he could come up with was the word ‘misfit.’ The ludicrousness of the 
whole situation cried out for laughter and | could hardly get my stuff out 
of the door so hard was | laughing. Naturally they slammed the door as 
hard as they could and there | was on ther front walk with all my 
gear doubling over with mirth still hearing them ranting and raving inside 
the house. | could hear the old gee saying something about boogie woogie 
piano players and so on. Finally, | picked up my gear and headed back 
towards the school. Maybe Malcolm was still there Maybe | could get 
another place today. Maybe 

| left my crap downstairs in the hall much to the discomfiture of 
Art, the janitor. Art was the typical upper lower-class nerd, who thought 
that because he cleaned the school blackboards, mopped the floors and 
looked after the general maintenance of the building that he was in 
charge of the building and all of the contents, including the students. 
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Most of the students were afraid of him because he was fairly tall-about 
six feet and very aggressive, coming on strong to both the teachers and 
the students alike when he was displeased about something. Unfortunately 
there were three students that weren't one bit afraid of him. They were 
Louie, Swampy(so named because his first name was Marshall) and myself. 
Louie was always telling him to fuck off and one time when Art told 
him that he wouldn’t dare say that to his face when they were outside 
away from the school, Louie promptly went downstairs, went out the front 
door of the school and called him _ outside) When Art appeared, Louie 
again told him to fuck off and dared him to do anything about it. Art 
did nothing because he knew that Louie was tough and not only that, 
Louis was not one bit scared of Art. Louie worked in his father’s hotel 
in Granby, sometimes as a hat and coat checker and sometimes tending 
bar. More than once he would have to leap over either the bar or the 
hat check partition to "tangle assholes" as he called it with some _ loud- 
mouthed customer who thought that he was tough. Most of the time 
Louie came out on top, but even if he didn’t, it didnt deter him from 
"tangling assholes" again with the same fellow if the situation warranted it. 

Louie was a real character. He had lived his childhood and early 
life in the toughest section of Detroit and had even boasted that he had 
"souped up" cars for the famed Purple Gang. | believed him for in all 
the years | knew Louie, he never lied to me about anything-no matter 
how trivial. He was candid, honest and generous beyond belief. It was 
Louie that tided me over when | received no money from my grandmother 
to live in Granby. It was Louie that talked his father into letting Swampy 
and me eat in the hotel kitchen where they had employed a Chinese 
cook. The Chinaman was a great cook and we ate like kings all the time 
we were allowed to eat there Every week the Chinaman would travel to 
Montreal for a day and visit an opium den where he would relax and 
cool out and then return to work. 

More often than not during the winter, Louie would have to work 
in the coak room at the hotel on Saturday night. | used to go in to 
keep him company and we would have a great time together listening to 
the Spike Jones radio program, some jazz(Louie loved bebop as did |!) or 
just shoot the shit for the night. Louie would make a lot of money on 
tips and on an average night would pick up at least twenty-five dollars. 
Recall that this was 1949 so this was pretty good money for those days. 

During the week, Louie would always insist on taking Swampy and 
me to the movies and afterwards treating us to hamburgers. Louie would 
sometimes get into a very bad mood, but | cant think of anytime that 
we got into a fight although we would have big arguments about some 
subject or other. Louie was very well read, never opened a book at 
school and always got A’s or B's in his subjects. He was not humble 
either. He knew that he was smart and he would tell you so. The thing 
was, that he could back up anything he ever said with deeds. Another 
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thing about Louie was that he was fiercely loyal. Once you were his 
friend-that was it. He would do anything for you. 

Louie also had a certain charm with women and they liked him as 
well because he was quite good-looking. He told me that he started get- 
ting laid when he was about nine and | believe him. He was not above 
paying for his pleasures and sometimes | would see him with the hotel 
hooker. Other times he would take a fancy to some girl at the school 
and more often than not would succeed in bedding her within the week. 

Louie’s father was a bush pilot flying planes "by the seat of his 
pants" as Louie liked to put it. Louie loved his father and admired him 
tremendously but he never said too much about his mother. | got the 
impression that the subject was kind of taboo so | never pursued it with 
him although from time to time he would mention something about her in 
passing, but | cannot remember any details about his mother at all. 
Louie’s chief ambition was to eventually join the U.S. Air Force and be 
come a jet pilot. He was a natural for it what with his’ mechanical 
aptitude, good health and overall high intelligence It just so happened that 
Swampy also was heading for Kingston military college, but | did _ not 
share their enthusiasm for the military due to my experiences at Culver 
and many times we would argue about the various advantages and disad- 
vantages of a military career. 

Swampy did make Kingston but | lost track of him after 1949. 
Louie joined the U.S.A.F. and in 1950, he was stationed at a base in 
Rome, N.Y., near my college so | hitchhiked over to see him staying on 
the base for the night. | vividly recollect the poor fellow whose bed | 
occupied coming in the next morning finding this stranger using his bed. 
Louie assured me that it would be OK and after the fellow went through 
the usual jokes, he also assured me that it was. In those days, the 
security was not so stringent on the military bases and Louie and | 
walked on and off that base for two days without ever having to show 
any ID at all. | found that Louie had changed somewhat. He had _ fallen 
in love with some girl, an artist, and had gone off the deeo end by 
shooting in the head one of his rivals for her affection. Nothing came of 
the affair and | didn’t know whether to beieve him or not since the 
story sounded so preposterous. Yet, | knew from my past association with 
Louie that he never had lied to me so | was somewhat confused. Louie 
also assured me that flying saucers were quite real and that he had sem 
photographs of them in the air force files along with all of the specifica 
tions as to their speed, maneuverability and so on. Again, | found the 
information so incredible that | thought that maybe Louie had lost some 
of his marbles. Yet he seemed sane enough and although as | have said, 
even though | noticed a difference about him, it was just like old times 
when we were together. The difference | detected in him could have come 
from his recent torrid affair with this artist girl friend, whom he_ was 
going to marry, he said. After | left him to return to college, | lost 
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track of him as he was posted overseas somewhere. But | will never 
forget him. 

When | knocked on the door of Malcolm's office, having just been 
cashiered from the ancient lady’s abode, Malcolm looked up and started to 
laugh. Then he said, "Don’t say a word, Keith, | heard all about it, hee 
hee, hee." 

"| wanted to say something like that to he for years my- 
self(chuckle), but | didn’t have the nerve," he continued laughing and then 
he added, "Don’t worry, Keith, | have just the place for ya." With that 
he whipped out his pen and wrote down another address and then he 
added, "You just go here and tell the misses that Mr. Dunsmore sent you 
and you won't have any trouble" 

| left my crap at the school and walked over to this new address. 
It was cold and chilly that day and | had a bit of trouble finding the 
place. When | did | was shocked to see that outside the front door on 
the property were a bunch of tombstones! No, it was not a ceretey-it 
seemed that this fellow carved tombstones for a living or something. | 
never did find out. | knocked on the door and a woman about thirty 
seven years of age peered out at me |! told her who | was and _ that 
Mr. Dunsmore had sent me. She opened the door and | beheld another 
upper lower-class woman that had on one of these slip-on robes. She was 
either in her very late thirties or early forties and although she might 
have had a nice figure when she was young, she had let herself go. She 
was also a bit unfriendly, but she ushered me in. There was a _ stairway 
just to the left as you stepped in the door and on the right there was 
a big room used as a dining room with the old type of big doors that 
slid shut. This is where | was to eat, she said. She took me _ upstairs to 
a room just above the front part of the house where the door was _ that 
| originally entered. It housed a metal bed with a straw mattress that 
sagged in the middie and there was no bathroom in the roomonly a 
sink. The bathroom was down the hall. | went to inspect the bathroom 
and found that it was reasonably clean but there was no shower like the 
ancient lady's house. This forced me to shower at the school and Art did 
not like this too much but | did this anyway. 

Showers were always a problem in my early career. | hated bathtubs 
because they were always too small and besides all the gunk in the water 
would invariably cling to your skin as soon as you got out of the tub 
so that you would have to rub it off on the towel. There was a shower 
outside of Louies room at the hotel and | asked Louie if |! could use 
that. He told me that it would be fine but only on Saturdays. So every 
Saturday morning about ten-thirty, | would come to his room and knock 
on his door. He would always be asleeo and never open his door, but 
he had a transom and | would cimb up and slip my body through the 
transom and being so tall could then reach down and unlock his door 
from the inside. Invariably Louie would groan, especially when there was 
some girl in bed with him, but we would always end up laughing about 
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it. Louie had to get up anyway, you see, on Saturday morning for chores 
so that it did not really matte’ whether | woke him up or his father, 
but his father was a bit less gentle about it. 

Louis and | would then take turns in the shower room. Sometimes 
for laughs | would wait until he was thoroughly enjoying his shower and 
then | would sneak into the bathroom and turn both taps this way and 
that which would change the water temperature from ice cold to scalding 
hot. The first couple of times this occurred, Louie did not realize that | 
was the cause of this discomfort but he spotted me one day and vowed 
to get even. He did, but not in the way | expected. | was taking my 
shower one morning and was sort of on the lookout for Louie and | had 
bolted the door from the inside so that he could not manipulate the taps. 
However, the transom was open and the next thing | knew a firecracker 
came sailing through the transom. Bam! It scared the shit out of me and 
landed a little too close for comfort. | started yelling. | heard Louie cack- 
ling with glee and then a big two-incher came sailing through the tran- 
som. "Jesus Christ, Louis, take it easy..." Wham! | thought my ears would 
never stop ringing for the bathroom walls were made completely of tile 
Louis threw in another small cracker and he never stopped laughing until 
the next day and of course, he would tell everybody he met about how 
|! was praying and so on. 

| figured that | could always piss in the sink if | had to in this 
new room. Again, there was a_ single unfrosted lightbulb hanging down 
from a long wire attached to the celling. | explained to the landlady that 
|! would like the room but that | could not pay her until the following 
week since my grandmother had to send me some more money. My 
grandmother did not trust me with money at all so what she did was to 
wait until | got settled in some rooming house and then send the money 
directly to the landlady. This is the arrangement that | had with the 
ancient lady and her daughter. 

The robed woman told me that this would be fine as long as it 
was next week. | assured her that the money would be forthcoming so 
she told me to go and get my stuff. | went back to the school and 
found that Art had moved my stuff to the basement somewhere. | had to 
run around looking for him and he started to carry on about my stuff 
being underfoot etc. | told him that the next time | put anything there 
he better not touch it or ese We had an argument, and | thought to 
myself, "Someday..." 

Meanwhile | was in touch with my grandmother trying to explain to 
her that | was moving. She could not understand why | had to move so 
soon and did not sympathize with me at all when | told her the full 
story. | asked her to send me some money to give to the new landlady 
but she insisted on sending it to her directly. Now the robed lady served 
me three meals a day. The mealS were nowhere near as good as the 
ancient lady’s daughter’s were, but they were still edible’ She would usually 
give me two fried eggs for breakfast and toast and coffee and the first 
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week went along famously. The funny thing was that | never saw her 
husband and she never ate at the table with me In fact, | never met 
her husband, period, all the time that | lived there 

Sometimes | would stay out late at night with Louie and Swampy 
and when | returned | would open the front door quietly(she always left 
it unlocked after the first time that | woke her up to get in and she 
would not give me a key), | would ascend the stairs and look over at 
the sliding doors of the dining room. There | would see a slight crack 
indicating that the doors were open and this beady eye watching me go- 
ing up the stairs. One night | stopped, stood there and looked directly at 
the eye The doors slowly came together and the crack disappeared. It 
made me feel very strange. The next day when | asked her if she had 
been looking at me, she told me that she had not. Very weird, thought 
I. 

The bed was uncomfortable as hell and some mornings | would 
wake up with a sore back which would be sweating profusely. | didn't 
know what to do. Between the bad food and the bad lodgings | felt very 
depressed. | didn’t want to antagonize Malcolm by telling him that | did 
not like the place either. Also, there was still the slight problem of some 
how telling him that my name was not Keith Bogan, that | was _ not 
John’s brother. How the hell was | going to do this without getting 
thrown out of the school? | felt like | had the sword of Damocles hover- 
ing over my head all the time Also, | had seen him in consultation at 
one of the basketball games with both principals of the other schools and 
at times they would look over in my direction as they were talking. | 
had the distinct impression that they were informing Malcolm about me for 
surely they saw me at the school in the crowd and recognized me Mal- 
colm had said nothing subsequent to these events, so that perplexed me 
even more. What was | to do? 

Finally one morning when | awoke | decided to go to Malcolm and 
confess the whole absurd chain of events to him. | waited for a_ propi- 
tious time to see him. Certainly | would not see him on Tuesday at any 
hour and | would just have to wait until he was in a more expansive 
mood. | managed to corner him one day when he was in a particularly 
good mood and | said, "Sir, | have a confession to make to you." 

"What is it, Keith?" 
"My name is Keith White, not Bogan, and John is not my 


brother. All | can say is due to my eagerness to finish my schooling so 
that | could attend college, John got carried away and concocted the story 
unbeknownst to me until | was in your office, in order to ensure my 


entry into the school." 

"| know all that," was Malcolm's reply. 

"You know about it?" 

"Certainly. I’ve known about it for some time But as long as you 
cooperate and follow the rules, there is no reason why you can't finish 
the year." | was flabbergasted. Why didn’t he throw me out? Any other 
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principal in the system would have done so. | was to find out later from 
my last landlady with whom | stayed that the other principals had _ put 
considerable pressure on him to do just that, but they had made the fatal 
error with Malcolm. They told him that he HAD to do it. Now, nobody 
ever told Malcolm he had to do anything in his school. He was _ principal 
and he ran the school and if the board or anybody else did not see it 
that way, then he would resign that day and he meant it. He could go 
into the lumber business at any time and make a lot more money doing 
that, but he had demurred from this because of his love of young people 
and the demand from parents and school authorities alike for he was one 
of the most respected principals in the whole system. | believe to this day 
that if they had approached Malcolm differently-had asked him, perhaps, 
rather than telling him what to do with me he would have phased me 
out instantly. By taking the approach they did, they got his back up and 
he was resolute in seeing that | got through the whole year, no matter 
what. 

"Any other confessions, Keith?" Malcolm asked. | tried to think of 
something else that | had done for if | had done anything, | was sure 
that he knew about it. 

"No, | can’t think of anything right now." 

"How’s your new place?" 


"It’s OK," | lied. 
"Well, see you tomorrow. Try to come on time" 
"Yessir." 


Sometime after that a singular incident occurred which will adequately 
illustrate what kind of a man and what kind of a principal Malcolm was. 
| feel that | should relate it here for it might serve to illustrate how a 
good principal should act in a given situation. 

There was a student named Felix in the school. Felix was one of 
those obnoxious mid-european types that thought that he knew everything 
because he had spent some time in a DP camp. Coupled with his noisome 
personality, he was of small stature and displayed all the usual charac- 
teristics of most little men. He was always butting in on _ conversations, 
adding his unwanted two cents worth and when playing games, he was 
always a sore loser or he would try to cheat in order that he would 
always win. | believe we all know the type The other students did not 
like him very much but his father had been a financial success in the 
town and his father displayed a lot of the traits that Felix had. 

On the basketball court, Felix was always doing something dirty. He 
would use his elbows to give you a shot in the gut or step on your 
toes-anything that he could get away with and because of his small size, 
he got away with plenty. Unfortunately for Felix, | was a fairly good 
basketball player, having learned the game in numerous private schools. | 
had also been taught all of the dirty tricks as well, so when Felix pulled 
some of these stunts on me, he got it back two fold. Being new at the 
school, | was unaware at first that he was doing these things on purpose. 
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The trouble with most of those dirty tricks in basketball is that if you 
are tall, you also have the advantage of perpetrating the dirty tricks as 
well as playing. So Felix learned very quickly that he was going to get 
back whatever he dished out. This did not deter him altogether from try- 
ing though, and every once in a while he would manage to sneak in an 
elbow or a knee 

One day while playing a game of basketball during gym period, the 
ball rolled outside and Felix picked it up to throw it into the court and 
awaited the gym teacher's whistle | was playing guard so | stood in 
front of him and because of my height, Felix had a hard time to throw 
the ball to anybody, let alone his own team mates. Some of the boys 
started to laugh, so Felix cocked the ball back in his hand and threw it 
right in my face, breaking my glasses! My reflex action was to approach 
him and swing at his jaw with all my might. Fortunately for Felix, | just 
missed him, but | swung so hard and | was so mad for that instant 
that there was a big "Hey..." from the rest of my team, indicating that 
they were quite shocked at all of this behaviour. | was still mad and | 
went after Felix so that | might pound the piss out of him The gym 
teacher stopped me and after | calmed down, | was surprised to find that 
he sympathized with me, but deplored any physical violence He calmed us 
down and then he wanted us to continue our game |! was still very 
upset and | went to Felix and told him that he was going to have to 
pay for my glasses. He said nothing and we played until the end of the 
period. 

When we went to the locker room, | asked Felix if he heard me 
and he said, "Yes, | heard you, but | don’t see why | should have to 
pay for your glasses." 

"ll tell you why. Because if you don't, I’m going to take it out of 
your hide by beating the shit out of you. Now you've got one week to 
produce the money." He saw that | meant it, but said nothing, but he 
was not nearly so cocky as usual. 

Everytime | passed him in the hall, | would say, "six days left, 
Felix," or ‘four days to go, Felix," or whatever time period was left. | 
had my glasses repaired and it cost me twelve dollars, so sometimes | 
would say, "three days to go and it’s twelve bucks." | wasn’t exactly sure 
what | was going to do to him if he didn’t give me the money, but 
Louie said that he would beat him up for me if | didnt do it because 
he hated his guts and it would be good exercise for him. Louie also did 
not mind telling this to anybody in the school who would listen and _ it 
always provided the girls with a big laugh much to Felix’s discomfiture. 
Friday of that week was the last day that Felix had to pay, but on 
Thursday, Malcolm called me into his office and said, "Sit down there, | 
want to talk to you." 

"What is it, sir." 

"Have you been threatening Felix? His father is in a snit. He's been 
calling here all week and says he’s going to sue the school and all sorts 


CHAPTER ONE — Page 16 


1. "I’ve got just the place for ya..." 17 


of nonsense. What the hell’s going on? He tells me his son is scared 
shitless." 

| related the story to Malcolm. He listened very intently and then 
said, "Allright, Keith, let me look into this and talk to Felix’s father. 
Meanwhile | don’t want you threatening or intimidating Felix any more Is 
that clear? I'll get back to you tomorrow. Don't do anything until you 
hear from me." 

"Yessir, but the point is that Felix should pay for my _ glasses." 

"Why?" 

"Because he broke them deliberately-that’s why. He's a little bastard 
and if he gets away with this, hell never learn that he cannot do things 
like thisnot to me anyway." 

Malcolm studied me intently. He said nothing ese, but | could see 
that he probably agreed with me but could not or would not admit it. 
Malcolm called me in the next day and told me that he had talked to 


the gym teacher and so on. | figured that this would be the same old 
crap-namely, that there would be the usual whitewash and Felix would not 
have to pay for the glasses. | was wrong for after Malcolm _ finished 


telling me about all the trouble | had caused Felix and his father and 
how scared they were etc.,, he suddenly looked at me and asked, "How 
much were the glasses." 

"Twelve bucks, sir." 

With that, he took twelve dollars out of his desk drawer and 
handed it to me saying, "OK, let this be an end to the matter. I've 
spoken to all the parties and have decided that Felix should pay for the 


glasses. But | dont want to hear any more threats and the matter is 
closed. Is that clear?" 
"Yessir." | must say that | felt victorious and also felt that right 


had been done for a change My respect for Malcolm was growing. It 
was only near the end of the school term that | found out from my last 
landlady who was in constant communication with Malcolm that Malcolm 
had given me the money out of his own pocket, but he had also told 
Felix’s father to go to hell and that Felix was wrong and that if he 
wanted to go to the board, he could go right ahead. The matter ended 
that day and Felix adopted a different attitude towards me the rest of the 
year. Louie was unimpressed. He wanted to beat Felix up anyway because 
as he put it, "He's such a little prick." 

| was now in my second week in my new boarding house, but the 
smile on my _ new landiady’s face was fast disappearing and when she 
served me my food on the plate, she would do so with an_ histrionic 
flourish and | would hear "splat" as the food hit the plate. In the morn- 
ing, my toast would be burnt and one day the egg yokes in my fried 
eggs were so hard that | could bounce them around on the table like a 
rubber ball. | just left them there. Finally near the end of the week, the 
robed lady wanted to know when she was going to get paid. | assured 
her that a check was imminent. | could not figure out why my granc- 
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mother had not sent her any money so | phoned her again to find out. 
Somehow she had made a mistake(which of course, she blamed on me) 
and had sent two weeks room and board money to the old landlady! | 
told her that | had moved two weeks ago. "Well, that’s just too bad," 
she snapped, "the money’s gone now and | can't do anything about it." 

"Mun(that was my name for my _ grandmother), please, the woman 
has to get paid..." but she hung up on me What was | to do? | 
waited a few days more. Now the robed lady wouldn't even speak to me 
She would just glare and then one night | came in to eat supper and 
there wasn’t any. | called Mun again. Finally | talked her into sending a 
month’s room and board, but it still would be a couple of days before 
the money arrived. | assured the robed lady that money was coming any 
day. Louie was assisting me by buying me snacks at the local restaurant. 

Two days later, | came back for lunch and the robed lady was all 
smiles. She had received the check, she said, and was sorry for doubting 
me. Suddenly the meals improved, the eggs were soft again and for the 
next three weeks, everything went along famously. What | didn’t know was 
that Mun had sent money for the next month which did not include the 
lost two weeks so that when the month passed by, | was still two weeks 
in arrears. Then Mun decided that she wasn’t going to send any more 
money until we discussed the matte’ when | came home for Christmas 
vacation! After another two weeks of not getting paid, the robed lady 
chucked me out. | took my stuff back to the school again much to Art's 
dismay and displeasure and went to Malcolm's office Upon his inquiry, | 
told him what had happened. Again he laughed and said, "Wel, we all 
make mistakes, Keith, but I’m sure you will straighten it out when you 
go home for the holidays, heh, heh, heh." Then he asked, "Where are you 
staying now?" 

"| haven't found a place and since | don’t have any money, | wont 
even be able to stay in one, if | do find a place.” 

"Nonsense, Keith, | have just the place for ya." Again, Malcolm 
grabbed a piece of paper, scribbled down an address and added, "Just tell 
the landlady that Mr. Dunsmore sent you. Don’t worry about the rent. I'll 
teleohone ahead and explain everything. You can pay her after your vaca 
tion." | picked up the paper and was on my way wondering what new 
and bizarre adventures awaited me this time 

When | arrived at this new house, | was pleasantly surprised to see 
a somewhat newer structure The other two houses had been relics, but 
this house looked like it was built within the last twenty years or so. | 
had again left my chattels at the school, but this time | had_ informed 
Art that | intended to store them there during the vacation. Art almost 
became apoplectic but since | had checked it out with Malcolm first, Art 
had no alternative but to let me keep my things at the school. | was 
taking my small trunk with me to Montreal on the bus, however, since 
Mun had promised to wash my clothes and wanted to provide me with 
some new duds. 
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The new landlady answered the door. She was about forty five with 
greying blondish hair which was combed straight back without a hair out 
of place Her attire was very neat, in fact everything looked very neat. 
There was no dust anywhere, everything looked very clean and there was 
nothing out of place, no papers on the desk. Everything was squared 
away. The new landlady eyed me suspiciously even though she was expect- 
ing me. She ushered me in and started chattering away about this and 
that. Then she took me upstairs to a bedroom which was very sunny and 
very clean. It was next to the bathroom so there would be no _ problem 
this time with bathrooms. | checked to see whether she had a shower or 
not, but she did not. However, by this time, | had learned the trick of 
buying one of those rubber shower sprays that you could attach to the 
bathtub taps and presto, you had your shower. 

The new landlady liked to talk and interspersed in her conversation 
were all sorts of instructions. There were so many that it became bewil- 
dering and | suddenly realized that she was slightly neurotic. | put that 
down to the fact that she had been alone too long. After the new 
landlady showed me the room and finished with all her instructions, she 
went downstairs and | put some of my stuff away. | felt very strange in 
this place but | did not really know why. Oh well, thought I, another 
week and I'll be out of here and | can look for another place when | 
come back if | don't like it here 

Suddenly | heard the new landlady talking to someone. That's funny, 
| thought, | didn’t notice anybody else in the house when | arrived. The 
new landlady was chattering away to beat the band. Curious as to whom 
she might be talking, | tiptoed quietly downstairs to see who it was. | 
peered into the living room and there was nobody in there except the 
new landlady! She was talking to herself and | then realized that she was 
as mad as a hatter. Oh great, thought |, that’s all | need. Malcolm must 
be putting me on to send me to this place’ He must have known that 
the new landlady was ding-aling. | could see Malcolm in his office right 
now guffawing with the gym teacher imagining my discomfort at my new 
abode. Then | got a bit scared. Maybe the new landlady was dangerous. 
What would | do then? That would be a fine kettle of fish. | listened to 
her prattlhe for an hour or so and then | decided to get the hell out of 
there before | started talking to myself too. 

Louie and Swampy immediately fell out laughing when | apprised 
them of my new surroundings. | said to Louie, "Man, this is serious. I’ve 
got to get out of there pronto." 

Louie answered, "Look, you only have one more week to stay there 
If you're a good boy, the new landlady probably wont stab you," and 
they both fell out laughing again. 

"Louie, please. | can’t go back there after my vacation. I’ve got to 
find another place to come back to." 
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"OK, I'll tell you what. Try to find a place You've got a couple of 
days. If you don't find anything, I'll look for you during the vacation. 
Don’t worry well find something." 

"Oh man, that would be great. It would solve everything. You really 
don’t mind doing that for me?" 

"No sweat-anyway, if you get hung up, | can put you up in my 
old man’s hotel for a couple of days. I’m sure he won't mind." 

This made me feel infinitely better and | started to look for a new 
place that afternoon. | checked the paper as usual, but there was only 
one ad that held any interest for me so | checked it out. The house 
was within a stones throw of the school and the name of the woman 
was a Mrs. Ashton. | immediately went to see Mrs. Ashton. It was kind 
of chilly that night and | was glad after walking there to be let into a 
warm abode. Mrs. Ashton was a woman about fifty five years old with 
snow white hair. She was about 5’5" tall, separated from her husband and 
she wore glasses, which made her look a bit stern. She ushered me in 
and showed me the room. It was nice, but | found that the whole house 
was kind of chilly and drafty. Again, | checked out the bathroom and 
again, there was no shower. The room was cheap enough-four dollars per 
week, but she did not give board. She knew of a place nearby at a 
French-Canadian woman’s place where they did give meals. 

| found Mrs. Ashton very unfriendly towards me for some _ reason. 
She gave me a hard time and | thought to myself that should | rent 
this place, she would be on my case all the time On the other hand, 
the room was quite nice It was well-kept and the place was clean. | 
thanked her very much and told her that | would let her know and then 
| departed. | checked out some more places in the next few days, but 
they all sucked except for Mrs. Ashton’s. What was | to do now? | had 
to go to Montreal for my vacation and so | again checked with Louie to 
see if he would fulfil his promise’ He assured me that he would do his 
best so when | left for my vacation | felt a bit more secure 

After a day at school and afternoons and evenings of looking for 
places, | was quite tired, but | hesitated to return to my new place 
because of my kooky landlady. She preferred that | sleep with my door 
open. It had something to do with the circulation of air. She didn’t like 
me to close the door of the bathroom when | bathed because of water 
vapor and on and on with all these bits. There was no use talking to 
her since she never listened to anybody else except her self anyway, so | 
just tried to tough it out until | could get the hell out of there Oh 
yes, she was starting to make noises about money and of course, since | 
didn’t have any at this point in time | had to do some fancy "shuckin’ 
and jivin" to placate her. 

When | finally did get to Montreal, my grandmother started in on 
me. That was when she showed me Malcolm's famous letter. Why wasn’t 
my laundry done? Why couldnt | stay in one place like other normal 
people? Why couldnt | just have stayed in the first school? On and on 
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she nagged. But there was one thing about my grandmother. You could 
reason with her. She would listen to you and if you presented a good 
argument with facts that she could verify somehow, you stood a chance of 
making your case. So, | told her the whole story. | also proposed what | 
thought would be a logical solution to the money problem for both of us. 
This was to send me a certain amount of money each week. | told her 
that | was old enough now to be able to handle my own money and if 
| couldn't, then it was just too bad for me This way she could just 
send me a check for a given amount every week-no more and no less, 
i.e. unless there was some dire emergency, then the weekly stipend should 
cover everything. At first she didn’t go for it, but when she began to 
think on it, she finally agreed, assuring me that she was not going to 
send any more money than that weekly sum. When she asked me where 
to send it, | told he to send it to me Go General Deiivery in Granby. 
And this is what she did for the rest of that year and | had no more 
money trouble from that point on. Of course | was unable to pay the 
previous landladys anything because my grandmother steadfastly refused to 
give me any money for that purpose but the way | was treated at those 
places, | figured they got what they deserved anyway. 

The christmas vacation passed very quickly and | received a letter 
from Louie towards the end of it stating that he could not find any 
places to rent and he added that when he checked with his father about 
staying in a room at the hotel, his father told him that all the rooms 
would be taken because of an upcoming convention. That left me in my 
usual spot-between a rock and a hard place’ Now what could | do? | 
had to go back to Granby but where was | going to sleep the first 
night? | thought of calling Mrs. Ashton, but | was afraid that she would 
refuse me the room. There was no time to write her either. | decided to 
take a big chance. | took the bus to Granby replete with my huge trunk 
and upon disembarking, | hired a taxi and told him to drive me to Mrs. 
Ashton’s. Then | took out my big trunk, plunked it on the porch and 
rang the bell. The taxi departed. It was cold that night-about -five degrees 
F. 

Mrs. Ashton had heard some ruckus on her porch so she was 


already at the door. When she answered, | looked at he directly and 
asked, "Didn’t you get my letter?" 
"What letter?" 


"| wrote to tell you that | was renting the room and coming to- 
day." This took her aback and she didn’t know what to say. | quickly 
added, "You still have the room, don’t you?" 

"Well, yes, but..." 

"Oh good, | thought for a moment there that you had rented it. 
Say, it’s cold out herecan | come in?" 

"| suppose so. What's that there?" 

"That’s my trunk with my duds. | just came from Montreal." 
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"OK, come on in. Well try it for a week." | picked up my big 
trunk and came in. Mrs. Ashton showed me around and explained all the 
usual rules. She had an upright piano and asked me if | played. 

"Yes but | play boogie woogie." 

"| love boogie woogie. My husband was musical." Mrs. Ashton seemed 
a bit more friendly tonight for some reason. We chatted a bit and | 
retired. When | got back to school, | went to see Malcolm and the first 
thing he said was, "What happened down at that place | found for you. 
You didn’t go back there." 

"That’s right, sir, the landlady’s bonkers. She’s not playing with a full 
deck. | was a bit afraid in there" 

"| heard that she was eccentric, Keith." 

"Eccentric? She’s out of her tree She talks to herself all the time 
or to some imaginary characters. It’s a nuthouse." 

Malcolm laughed heartily and then said, "OK, OK, Keith. | get the 
picture. But that’s allright, I’ve got just the place for ya..." 

"Never mind, | found my own place." 

"Malcolm was surprised. "Where's that?" 

"An old lady named Ashton over across the way." 

"You mean Mary Ashton?" 

"| guess so, why, do you know her?" 

"Indeed | do. You're lucky to be staying there She's very nice." 

"Well, she gave me a hard time at first." 

"You probably deserved it." We chatted a bit longer and | went to 
retrieve my stuff from Art’s clutches. Art was in his usual furious mood. 
So | asked him, "How come you're always in such a surly mood? You 
don’t have it so bad here. Maybe you just don't like people." 

"| don’t like some people." 

"Yeah, young people. If you don't like young people why don't you 
work in an old lady’s home or something?" 

"You think you’re smart, don’t you, White?" 

"No, | know I’m smart because when you're still doing what you're 
doing here and being snotty to everybody, I'll be going to college in the 
States." 


"Get out of here" Art was now starting to turn purple so | decided 
a hasty exit was in order. | grabbed my stuff and went to my new 
lodgings. 
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2. THE CAT 


Mrs. Ashton turned out to be a 
gem. Unbeknownst to me at the time 
she and Malcolm used to discuss me at 
length and were always trying to assist 
me in some way. Mrs. Ashton had a 
large gray male cat called Mackenzie 
Mackenzie was extremely unfriendly to 
everybody except Mrs. Ashton and when 
she sat down in the living room, Mack- 
enzie would invariably jump up on her 
lap, put his long paws around her neck 
and embrace her like a child. The first 
time | witnessed this, | could not be 
lieve what | saw. Mackenzie then used 
to rub his chin on Mrs. Ashton = and 
purr loudly and make noises until she 
petted him. Naturally Mrs. Ashton was 
very fond of Mackenzie and so evey- 
body that entered the house had to re 
spect Mackenzie, or else 

As | got to know Mrs. Ashton 
better, | could not understand why her 
husband had left her for she seemed to be very kind and unlike most 
women, did not have a_ nasty streak underneath although she could get 
snarky when she was riled. | heard from some other sources that her 
husband was also a capital fellow and she thought so too, or so she told 
me, but he just didn’t want to live with her for some reason. Mrs. 
Ashton had another roomer named Ruth, who fortunately worked most of 
the time and disappeared on the weekends. Ruth was the ugliest young 
woman | have ever seen. She had a face that looked like it had worn 
out six bodies. Usually when a woman is young, there is some redeeming 
physical feature somewhere that makes even the bad looking ones passable 
Ruth had no such feature She looked like a professional blind date When 
God put her parts together, he somehow chose all of the wrong pieces to 
put in the wrong spot in the wrong way. And on top of all of this, 
Ruth was a pill. Her personality, if you can call it that, matched her 
looks. Her disposition was rotten and every time she uttered anything it 
was always deprecating somebody somehow. Of course she thought that her 
moral values were impeccable and naturally, she revered honesty-especially if 
it hurt somebody's feelings. She was the type that thought that it was 
dishonest to look anything but her worst. She might have made a good 
living by renting herself out to cure people with the hiccouphs. 
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| tried my best to avoid her and | managed all year until Mrs. 
Ashton had to leave town for a week. This provided the proper incentive 
for Ruth to crawl out of her hole to make life completely miserable for 
everybody connected with the house At the time | had a friend from 
Montreal staying with me sleeping on the couch on the porch. At six 
a.m., Ruth would decide that she had to eat her breakfast using the table 
on the porch and thus wake my friend up. Without going into all of the 
capers that she pulled, poor Mrs. Ashton returned to a house of utter 
chaos having left it as a house of reasonable stability. Even Mackenzie 
was upset. Ruth deluged her with all sorts of tripe, but Mrs. Ashton did 
not believe most of it and managed to restore the situation to normalcy 
once again. 

Louie hated cats. Why he hated them, I'll never know, but one of 
his favorite pastimes after he had imbibed many beers was to adjourn to 
his hotel room which looked over the alley, take out his trusty .22 cali- 
ber rifle and proceed to shoot at all of the stray alley cats skulking 
about out there. If he managed to hit one, he would cackle in glee and 
jump up and down frenetically. The first time | observed this, | could not 
believe it, but | accepted it as part of Louie's bizarre nature The police 
chief and his father were buddies and when someone complained about 
bullets whizzing about in the alley, the chief just shrugged and said that 
at least someone was getting rid of all the stray cats and rats. The chief 
didn’t like cats much either. 

On occasion, Louie would go on a cat hunting expedition taking his 
.22 with him. He was always careful to make sure that there was no 
one in the line of fire and more often than not, he would do his cat 
hunting at night. It was amazing that people that saw us waltzing around 
with a .22 in his hand never bothered to call the police or were quite 
oblivious to the whole scene Louie asked me to accompany him one _ night 
on one of these excursions and | did partly because | really didnt think 
that he would stomp around Granby at night with a loaded .22 and then 
even if he did, that he would actually shoot at anything. 

| couldn't have been wronger for we had not been out fifteen min- 
utes before he spotted a huge rat and before | knew what he was about, 
he had pumped two bullets into it. Someone came out of their house to 
see what the cracking noise was, but by that time, Louie had concealed 
the rifle next to his leg. 

We were up around the area where | lived but over a couple of 
blocks when Louie spotted this large cat. He aimed and ffired, but he 
must have missed for the cat took off very quickly. We walked around 
for a while longer, but decided to call it a night and not press our luck 
for surely all those cracking sounds would eventually attract the police 

The next day Mrs. Ashton came in to see me with her eyes a-blaz- 
ing. What was the matter, | asked? What had | done? Mrs. Ashton 
wanted to know what | was doing the night before so | told her that | 
went to the movie with Louie(which | did quite often). Then | found out 
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why Mrs. Ashton was so miffed. She showed me Mackenzie He had some 
burnt fur on top of his back where a _ bullet had just missed going 
through him. Did | know anything about it, Mrs. Ashton wanted to know? 
"How would | know? | don’t own a gun," | wailed. Mrs. Ashton was 
only half convinced and was making noises about my leaving forthwith. 

As soon as | saw Louie, | told him about this and he replied, "Oh, 
Jesus, | forgot about that damn Mackenzie. I'd like to strangle him, but 
that wouldn't be too good for you, would it? Don’t worry, I'll think up 
something to tell her," and he did. | forget what it was, but | think he 
convinced Mrs. Ashton that we were as innocent as two babes in the 
woods regarding Mackenzie. 

Louie was taking Malcolm’s grade eleven biology course. Malcolm 
needed a cat for dissection and he asked Louie to get him a cat, for he 
was aware of Louie’s antipathy towards these critters. Malcolm also added, 
"’d appreciate it if the cat was not air-conditioned or full of lead. Try to 
find one that has died of old age or something." 

"Sure," Louie replied. Louie was only too happy to oblige Malcolm 
and started devising all sorts of ways to provide Malcolm with his _ biologi- 
cal specimen. Louie laughingly suggested Mackenzie, but | started to rant 
and rave so much that he agreed not to use Mackenzie. Swampy and 
Louie had a great laugh with that one. 

| did not see Louie for a couple of days for | had some _ business 
out of town and was away for a day or so _ hitchhiking(the method of 
travel that | used exclusively in those days). The next thing | knew, 
Malcolm had given his lecture on the anatomy of a cat and after he had 
carved up the cat cadaver, he left it in a big fish tank full of formalin 
since he wanted to use the body again for another lecture. Unfortunately, 
the cat floated to the top of the formalin, belly-up and the guts were all 
exposed to the fresh air for a couple of days. 

The biology lab was also the physics lab and as we did not have 
a physics lecture for two days after the biology lecture, nobody noticed 
anything untoward and Art probably never cleaned in there more than once 
or twice a year anyway. | can still remember entering the room for our 
grade twelve physics lesson. The sun was ashining through the big win- 
dow directly on that tank and to tel you the truth, | don’t know how 
we all survived the physics class that day, but we did. Malcolm was 
informed about this unfortunate turn of events. 

|! must backtrack for a moment for in between the time that Louie 
procured the cat and the subsequent decay of said cat, a rather untoward 
event occurred which will later tie in with the cat. Louie) Swampy and | 
were returning home after our usual rendezvous at the local restaurant. It 
was one of those very slushy days around the middie of March and we 
were all strolling along on the sidewalk when abruptly a car came up 
that street at about sixty miles per hour. All three of us happened to be 
beside a huge puddle and when this guy went buy, we were drenched 
from head to foot-all three of us. We all looked at each other. The man 
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did not stop but he went up to the end of the street and went into 
his driveway. Louie sputtered out, "OK, let’s get the bastard." All three of 
us ran up to the felow’s house and started shouting obscenities. The fel- 
low scooted into his house’ Louie went up to the door and rapped on it 
loudly. "Come out here, you cocksucker, you’re going to pay to have my 
clothes cleaned." There was no response. | said to Louie, "Come on, were 
on his property. We might get in trouble" 

Louie walked back to where we were. The man emerged from the 
house now. Louie told him that he was going to have to pay for the 
cleaning. Look what he had done and so forth. The man started to shout 
to us with his own obscenities. He was quite a big man and he looked 
mean, but that didn’t deter Louie from saying, "Come out here, you _ fuck- 


head and say that here to me on the street." | was afraid the fedlow 
might just do that for he was big and mean looking, but this did not 
phase Louie one bit. Swampy was unusually quiet. | chimed in more out 


of bravado than bravery, "Yeah." 

The big fellow looked at us and said something disgusting. Louie 
was in a snit and kept calling him the worst names that | ever heard 
and kept daring him to come out and fight or else pay the cleaning Dill. 
The fellow finally decided to beat a hasty retreat into his house. This 
enraged Louie and he started hurling snowballs and iceballs at the felow’s 
windows and doors. There waS no response so we went on our way 
cursing and ranting. Louie vowed revenge. 

Louie decided that the fellow should be taught a lesson. He found 
out his name and also found out that the fdlow owned a new car. 
Louie decided that he was going to put sugar in the felow’s gas _ tank. 
That should serve to give him a lesson, Louie said. Swampy agreed that 
the fellow should be taught a lesson but like me he was afraid of 
getting caught. No way, said Louie, we would do it in a week or so at 
night when no one was around and when the fellow would never suspect 
anything. It was agreed by all of us and it was only a matter of 
choosing the right time. 

It was late one night the next week. Louie had a big packet of 
sugar that he had gotten from the hotel and we all sneaked into the 
yard. We checked all about to make sure that nobody saw us and Louie 
dumped in the sugar. Then we all went home and felt a lot happier and 
forgot about it. One week went by and once in a while we might men- 
tion this fellow, but we had pretty well forgotten about the whole _inci- 
dent. The fellow had not for one day, all three of us were summoned to 
Malcolm's office from our respective classes and there was a_ policeman 
with all three of our names down on his pad. How the hell could this 
be? Somebody, it turned out, had seen us after all and had ratted on us. 
We never found out who this was or at least | did not. Louie might 
have, but he never told us if he did. 

We were taken to the police station and there was the chief with 
Louie’s father. They were both laughing at the whole incident. Luckily for 
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us, the cops disliked the fellow whose car we iced worse than we did. It 
seems that everybody in town hated his guts including his wife The fe- 
low started ranting about pressing charges, but the chief said that if we 
paid the price of a new valve job, that would be sufficient. The fedlow 
did not like this, but that was too bad. The only trouble was that none 
of us had any money except Louie. Swampy somehow managed to finesse 
some dough from his father, who was rather displeased to hear what it 
was for. | asked my grandmother for the money, but of course, that was 
a dead end. At the time | happened to be doing a jazz radio show on 
the local radio station every week and | mentioned my plight to one of 
the announcers there. He said that he would lend me the money. | was 
flabbergasted and | accepted. When my grandmother heard about this, she 
was livid, but she told me not to take the money from the announcer 
and she wrote me out a check. Grandmothers are peculiar at times. 

Now Malcolm was extremely displeased with us at this point so 
when it came time to getting rid of the stinky cat in the fishtank full of 
formalin, he naturally called in all three of us to do the job. When we 
asked how we were going to get rid of it, Malcolm said, "I dont care 
how you do it, just do it." Everybody else in the school, including the 
teachers, were greatly relieved that we had to do this job for it meant 
that they did not. 

All three of us discussed the matter at great length. We finally 
decided to inter the cat in the grounds just back of the school. The 
aquarium was too big to wash in any sink so we decided to take it 
down and wash it thoroughly in the showers next to the locker room. 
Two of us would do this but we would have to get undressed obviously. 
We procured some soap and other cleansers along with some bleach to 
kill the bad aroma and then Louie and | went down to do the washing 
job. Meanwhile Swampy was to pick out a suitable resting place for the 
remains of our feline friend. 

The cat stunk something terrible and we placed the carcass in some 
newspaper and wrapped it up thoroughly so that we could not detect any 
untoward aromas. Then we proceeded to swab down the aquarium and of 
course we had a visit from Art, who started to rant and rave about the 
mess we were making in the shower room. Louie paid no attention to 
him at first but when Art kept pestering us, Louie finally looked up at 
him and said, "Shut up motherfucker or well start on you too." 

"What did you say?" 

"You heard me. Mr. Dunsmore gave us this job to do and were 
going to do it. If you have any complaints to registe, go see him. 
Meanwhile, you're getting on my nerves, so fuck off and let us do our 
job." 

Art knew that Louie was just waiting to "tangle assholes’ with him 
and maybe he would come out on top-but then again, maybe he would 
not, so he muttered something and went away. Louie said something to 
the effect that it was too bad we couldn't put the cat up Art's ass or 
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in his apartment or something. We both started to laugh thinking about 
the images that were created by this remark. We finally got the aquarium 
cleaned and it even smedled OK. There was crap all over the shower 
floor, but we cleaned most of that up. Swampy appeared to inform us 
that he had found a suitable resting place so we dressed, took back the 
aquarium to the Biology lab and then went outside with Swampy. 

Swampy had designated a place in the back of the school near the 
coal scuttle We had to find a shovel so this meant that we had to 
procure one from Art. Naturally he was as nasty as he could be about 
it, but he gave us an old shovel that had its point dulled so that when 
we tried to dig into the still frozen ground(for this was sometime in April 
as | recall), it took all three of us about onehalf hour to get down one 
foot. We were getting very frustrated. Swampy suggested that we put it in 
the garbage, but Art had anticipated this thought and had strictly forbidden 
it and somehow got Malcolm to second the motion. We thought about 
taking the cat home with one of us, but that particular day had been 
garbage day so that it would have to lay another two or three days 
before pickup. We werent sure whether the wrapping would survive for 
that period and besides we wanted to have done with the whole affair. 


All of a sudden, we looked over and saw this huge pile of coal 
which had just been delivered to heat the school. Louie and | looked at 
one another and | think we both saw a lightbulb at the same moment. 
The coal, at least the bottom part of it would not be moved for several 
weeks since the furnace did not gobble up that much fuel in so short a 
time. We told Swampy to keep an eye out for anybody that might be 
watching, which he did and Louie and | quickly tucked our smelly cadaver 
under the pile of coal as far as we could. Nobody seemed to be watch- 
ing. No sooner had we finished than Art appeared to check on our work. 
We pointed proudly to the frozen patch that we had previously dug and 
he seemed to be satisfied. We reported back to Malcolm, who also seemed 
to be quite pleased with the proceedings and we proudly displayed the 
well-scrubbed aquarium which made him smile broadly. We seemed to be 
back in his good graces again. 
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Spring was in the air. The snow 
started to melt and the anxiety of up 
coming final exams waS sweeping 
through the school. Mrs. Ashton started 
to spend more and more time in her 
garden but the stress of bad food, late 
nights and changing weather finally got 
to me and | fell ill. At first | had the 
usual flu) symptoms, but after a few 
days | found that | could not get up. 
Mrs. Ashton started to get worried and 
wanted to call a doctor. She ffinally did, 
but he hummed and hawed like they 
all do, told me to drink plenty of fruit 
juices, but he did me no good at all. 
1 was too sick to even phone Malcolm 
to tell him that | would not be com 
ing to school. Since this illness started 
during my _ easter vacation, | just did 
not bother going back to school. Finally 
Mrs. Ashton phoned him to apprise him 
of my condition and | guess | brought 
out the mother in her for she would come in every night and rub some 
Vick’s or similar concoction on to my chest. Then she put a _ mustard 
plaster on it and this seemed to make me feel a lot better. 

Mrs. Ashton really looked after me and looking back on it later, | 
was certain that | had a touch of pneumonia. | was abed for three 
weeks and | finally rallied around. When | stayed home | would some 
times play on the piano when Mrs. Ashton was out, but she didn’t seem 
to mind the music even when she was in. Swampy and Louie would 
come to visit me regularly and they seemed to be anxious for my recov- 
ery so we could get into more mischief. Some afternoons they would 
come over to listen to Bob Harvies Club 800, which we would all usu- 
ally listen to fairly regularly anyway, hoping that we would hear at least 
one jazz side per afternoon. 

My illness knocked the shit out of me but | managed to recover 
fairly quickly, but the experience of being out of class for so long sort of 
gave me spring fever and when | returned to school, class lectures were 
almost over and we were really only marking time until the final exams 
in late June. That left me free to roam about the eastern townships and 
| spent a lot of time hitchhiking around the area. Louie was not inte- 
ested in hitchhiking and Swampy felt that he had to study for finals so | 
usually gallivanted around alone. 
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Just prior to my _ illness, rumors started to circulate around the 
school that the three of us were going to be cashiered within the next 
two weeks. When the word got to us, we were quite worried and we 
discussed the matter to see what we should do. | proposed that we 
would go to Malcolm’s house directly eather on a Sunday or Saturday 
afternoon and confront him. Swampy was a bit reticent but Louie thought 
this a brilliant idea so we went the next Sunday afternoon and rapped on 
his front door. His wife answered and called Malcolm. Contrary to what 
we believed, he was extremely happy to see us and invited us in for a 
soft drink. Then he asked us what we wanted. We told him that we 
were worried about getting tossed out of school and wondered where we 
stood. 

Malcolm assured us that he had no intention of throwing anybody 
out and in particular certainly not us. When he was telling us all of this, 
|! could not help noticing his wife) who seemed to be quite concerned 
about us. She was quite a tall woman, very feminine and quite nice 
looking. In fact, | was amazed that Malcolm would have such a nice wife 
because being a student, | guess we all think that our teachers are some 
sort of sub-humans who could not possibly have anybody nice loving them. 
After Malcolm had finished his speech, he sort of hinted that it was time 
to leave and we arose to go, but his wife would not hear of it. She 
insisted that we stay and she made us all hot dogs and cheese and 
crackers and brought in some soft drinks. She seemed to be keenly inter- 
ested in what we all had to say and _| got the distinct impression that 
she liked us. In our minds, this was not possible, of course, for we were 
somewhat notorious in Granby. The upshot of the afternoon was that we 
came away feeling very good and very reassured and to this day, | am 
certain that Malcolm’s wife had a lot to do with his tolerating some of 
the more outrageous events that occurred at that school. 

Malcolm was successful in getting me admitted to a prodigious endi- 
neering college in the States and it was up to me now to pass my 
finals. | was quite confident of doing so and did not bother to study too 
much since in my younger days, | learned most subjects, especially those 
connected with Mathematics, very quickly. However, what | had not realized 
yet was that | also forgot most of the stuff | learned just as quickly 
and this almost did me in when it came to final exams, but somehow, | 
managed to struggle through and _ pass. 

Just after my illness, Mrs. Ashton took on some new boarders. She 
rented out the room right across the hall from me to a _ beautiful twenty 
year old girl, who unfortunately, would have nothing to do with me ex 
cept to say hello and goodbye Then the girl moved upstairs to Ruth’s old 
room. Ruth had finally left and even Mackenzie was smiling. Mrs. Ashton 
promptly let out the room to a tall strapping felow by the name of 
Herby. Herby was almost as tall as | was, but he was also very strong 
and husky. We hit it off right away and started to hang out together. 
Louie had disappeared from the scene for a couple of weeks. | think he 
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went back to Detroit for awhile and Swampy was busy studying so Herby 
and | spent more and more time together. Herby was between jobs at the 
moment. He had been working selling insurance, but he decided that he 
preferred doing something else. Since Herby was about my heght, we 
made a formidable pair when we roamed the streets. Of course, | apprised 
Herby of all the events going on about the town and at school, much to 
his amusement. 

On May 24, we were able to obtain firecrackers and cherry bombs 
locally and having some extra money, | invested in a box of cherry 
bombs. Herby was delighted for he loved to throw these little gems at 
various objects and hear them explode They were like miniature hand gre 
nades. On one particularly hot night when we could not sleep, we both 
tiptoed out back and threw a bunch of them way up in the air so that 
they would land on the street just outside of Mrs. Ashton’s house. Unbe 
knownst to us, there were some people out walking their dogs or some 
thing and the next thing we knew, the police were at the door. Herby 
answered still in his pajamas and convinced the police that everybody in 
the house was asleep and what was all the commotion about anyway? | 
was in bed half trembling and half laughing. 

A few nights later, we were talking about the school and in_par- 
ticular, Art, the janitor. Herby thought that it might be a good lesson for 
Art if we were to go over to the school and start lobbing a few cherry 
bombs at his window. Of course | immediately concurred with this idea 
for | was just waiting for the right moment to fix Art's clock. 

We grabbed about eight cherry bombs and strolled over to the 
school. It was a balmy night and there were a few people walking about 
the streets. We waited until no one was in sight afte’ looking up at 
Art's window on the second floor of the school to see if the lights were 
on which would indicate that he was in. He was, so at the appropriate 
moment, we lobbed two or three bombs in rapid succession. Two of them 
hit the building-WHAM, BAP, but the third one flew through the open 
window and we heard CRACK. This made us burst into laughter and we 
then threw another barrage. The next thing we saw was his light go out, 
so we scurried off laughing so hard that we could hardly run. We ran 
through the park towards the zoo and when we got to the zoo, we 
walked about talking and chuckling about the whole incident. Then we 
decided to walk back home. 

When we got to the other side of the park again by the school, 
we were flabbergasted to see two or three police cars scanning every facet 
of the building with their searchlights. One policeman had his gun drawn! 
We looked at each other in disbelief. Herby strode up to one of the 
policemen to ask him what was happening. The policenan answered, "It 
seems like there's a man up there with a gun crawling around or some 
thing." 

"What?" asked Herby incredulously. 
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"Yes, somebody was shooting up there" Suddenly a man of about 


thirty five came up and said, "Il saw them officer, | saw them." | looked 
at Herby and | figured we were dead treat. 
The man continued, "| saw them when they were running away un- 


der the street light. One man had red hair and the other looked black." | 
could hardly keep from laughing. 

"Were they tall or short," the policeman asked. 

"They were both short officer." 

Then another man piped up, "No they weren't. One man was_ short 
and the other was very tall. | saw them too." Herby and | had to look 
away from one another to stop from laughing. Other people would come 
up and describe us in some other weird fashion. We finally walked away 
and when we were out of earshot, we both started to break up. Herby 
said, "Now I understand why witnesses are so _ bad." 

Herby found another job in a couple of days and we saw less and 
less of one another. Also, Louie had reappeared on the scene so | spent 
most of my days with him if | was _ not hitchhiking somewhere. | lost 
contact with Herby until four years later when | was supping at the 
YMCA cafeteria just before attending some night classes at Sir George | 
heard this voice calling me and there was Herby. He had gained about 
forty pounds and now looked very fierce because every bit of that forty 
pounds was muscle. Of course we chatted and he now was working for a 
finance company as a collector. He seemed to enjoy his work and _ regaled 
me with many stories. He gave me his phone number and we_ would 


meet occasionally for supper, but | lost contact with him soon afterwards 
and when | finally did find his phone number, he had moved and had it 
disconnected. Still | found him an_ interesting fellow. 


|! went back to write my finals and | ran into Art in the school 
hall. Art said, "White, you bastard, | know it was you." 

"Oh hello Art, what's me?" 

"You don't fool me. It was you that was shooting at me." 

"Shooting at you. Are you nuts?" 

"| know it was you. You can't fool me You and Louiemaybe not 
Louie, but surely you." 

"Art, let me tell you something. If | shot at you, you wouldn't be 
here to accuse me of it. I’m a dead shot." 

"Well, you missed that time, didn’t you?" 

"Art, no kidding, | did not shoot at you and | wouldn't. | might 
do some crazy things, but believe me, | did not shoot at you." | said 
this so convincingly that | think he believed me. 

"Well, you guys did something and if | could prove it, you'd be in 
jail." 

"Well, it looks like you can’t prove it, can you?" 

"And another thing. | want you to know that | found the cat that 
you put under that coal pile" 

"And what did you do with it?" 
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"| burned it." 
"Well, that’s what we wanted to do with it in the first place, but 
you carried on about it." 


"| just wanted you to know that | found it. | just want you to 
know that you didn’t fool me" 
"| appreciate that Art and I'll pass the word along to Louie and 


Swampy." 

"White, you're a bastard and | only wish | could have gotten you 
in the sights of my rifle that night." 

"You had a rifle?" 

"A .22 and | would have used it too." 

"You are nuts. You should be the one in jail if you were going to 
shoot kids for pulling a harmless prank." 

"Harmless prank? You were trying to kill me You scared my kid 
half to death. My wife was a nervous wreck." 

"Art, I’m sure that whoever perpetrated the hoax only meant to scare 
you and not your wife or kids. | am sure they only hate you. As for 
killing you, |! wouldnt try. I’d just do it. Maybe the world would be 
better off..." 

"Fuck you, White." Just then Malcolm appeared and so Art disap- 
peared. Fortunately for me, | never saw Art or had contact with him 
again. | heard that he found another school to plague the next year. 

Just before the end of term, the school had a bridge tournament. | 
had mentioned to Malcolm that | was a bridge player so he invited me 
to play in the tournament. | was delighted and being nineteen, | figured 
that | was an expert at the bridge table since | had played at the 
McGill Union almost every day for a year and fancied that | knew all 
about the game. 


The big night arrived and | was paired with some woman. that 
knew nothing. She botched up every hand she played and knew nothing 
about bidding. Of course this is when | had my _ good cards. When | 
moved to the next table, | got nothing but coke hands and this persisted 
throughout the whole evening until finally | ended up as, you guessed it, 
the player with the least points. When they handed out the prizes, they 
had a prize for the lowest scorer called the booby prize and they had to 
compound the felony by calling out my name All the parents burst into 
laughter when they heard my name for | had built up a_ considerable 
reputation as a bridge buff. | was humiliated and could hardly walk up 
on the stage to accept my prize, but when | did so, | got a big hand. 
The supreme irony was that the booby prize was a box of expensive 
letter paper and envelopes and turned out to be the best prize of the 
evening so | didn’t feel too bad. Naturally | never heard the end of this 
charade from either Malcolm or the students. 
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As the end of the school year 
approached, | spent less time actually 
attending school and more time hitchhik- 
ing about the eastern townships. | was 
looking forward to spending the summer 
either in the Bolton Pass Inn in Knowl- 
ton or with my _ grandmother in Mont- 
real awaiting my student’s visa which | 
had to obtain in order to attend college 
in the U.S. 

| had been accepted at M.I.T. and 
was very excited and eager to get 
started on my new career as a college 
student. However, | wanted time to rest, 
relax, regain my composure and prepare 
myself mentally for this new venture 
However, when | suggested my plan to 
my grandmother, it was reected with 
the utmost vigor and she added, "You 
can just get yourself a job. I’m not go- 
ing to have you sit around hee all 
summer. I’ve never heard of such ridicu- 


lous nonsense!" 

Undaunted | then approached the people at the Bolton Pass Inn, but 
they informed me that every room in their establishment was occupied and 
would be for the rest of the summer. Mrs. Ashton was also getting edgy 
for she was planning to rent my room to some working people as soon 
as | left. The school year had ended and | now saw that | had become 
a fifth wheel. | had to do something so | went to see Malcolm. 

Malcolm listened to my plight and said, "Keith, | know that obtain- 
ing a job is not quite up your alley, but it’s not too bad once you get 
used to it." 

"Yes sir, but it seems silly to get a job just for the summer to fill 
in time when | know that | will be going to the States to attend 
university." 

"Well, it looks like you have no alternative Mrs. Ashton doesn't 
want you. Your grandmother doesn’t want you and you can't go back to 
Knowlton so you'll just have to find some work." 

"Uh, like, you wouldn’t have any ideas would you?" 

"Well, aS a matter of fact, I’ve got just the place for ya..." 

"You mean a job or a place to stay?" 

"Both. But you'll have to go to Asbestos." 

"Where?" 
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"Asbestos. It’s about forty miles from here" 

"What would | do in Asbestos?" 

"ll get you a job at Canadian Johns Manville | lived there a long 
time and people know me. Just go to the company’s personnel department 
and tell them | sent you. They'll give you a job and a place to stay-l 
guarantee it." 

"Thanks, sir-] think." This made Malcolm guffaw heartily. 

"Don't worry Keith, you'll be fine. | promise you." 

| left his office trying not to recall all of the places to which he 
had sent me before. But what alternative did | have? | set out the net 
day and hitchhiked to Asbestos. | quickly found the company’s personnel 
department which was situated on the edge of this humungous hole The 
hole must have been at least a mile or two in diameter and there were 
train tracks laid in at various levels to tote away the asbestos that was 
mined there each day. 

| was greeted by the usual snotty female receptionist and after wait- 
ing for some fifteen or twenty minutes, | was ushered in to an office 
with this French-Canadian fellow sitting behind a large desk. He bade me 
to sit down and asked me what | wanted. | told him that | wanted a 
job and so on, but he did not seem to be the slightest bit interested in 
what | was_ saying. 

Then he questioned me, "What school did you graduate from?" 

"Granby High School. Mr. Dunsmore is the principal there" 

As soon as | mentioned Malcolm’s name, the French-Canadian fedlow 
snapped to attention and instantly became friendly. He knew Malcolm very 
well, he said. Malcolm was a great man, he said and so on. He finally 
said, "l can put you in the accounting department. Do you know anything 
about cost accounting?" 

"Not very much, but | can..." 

"That’s O.K. When can you _ start?" 

"How about next week?" 

"That will be fine. See you then." 

"Wait a minute. What about a room? Where will | stay?" 

"ll have everything ready for you. Don’t worry. Just be here next 
Monday." Of course, | was amazed at the power of Malcolm's name but | 
was somewhat relieved. At least | had someplace to stay for the summer 
and would be getting paid for it as well. 

| informed my grandmother, but she didn’t seem too pleased that | 
had gotten a job so quickly, for some reason. Mrs. Ashton was delighted 
for now she was rid of me once and for all. The scene had changed at 
her place for she had gotten new boarders consisting mostly of working 
people. This had modified the atmosphere somewhat so that students now 
were more or less anathema to the surroundings. 

| packed my big trunk and garnered all my gear and bussed up to 
Asbestos arriving there in the early afternoon. When | debarked | got the 
bus driver to let me off in front of the personne office with all my 
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stuff. | then went to see the French-Canadian fellow expecting that every- 
thing had been fixed up for me When he spotted me |! could see that 
he hardly recognized me so | reminded him that | was to start to work 
there. Nothing registered until | again mention Malcolm’s name. Then every- 
thing came back to him. 

The French-Canadian fellow sent me up to the ‘“hotel." The _ hotel 
was owned by the company and he said that | should have no trouble 
renting a room up there for they always had rooms to rent. The trouble 
was it was about a mile up the hill just on the other edge of the big 
pit. How the hell was | to get my stuff up there? Well, it seemed they 
also had a bus which shuttled the people back and forth from the _ hotel 
to the offices. | waited for that, piled my stuff on the bus and went to 
the hotel. 

When | arrived | took all my _ stuff into the lobby and approached 
the desk. There was a_ pasty-faced fellow there, who looked very suave 
but extremely unfriendly. | found out later that his name was Charlie It 
did not help matters any when he looked down his nose at me with all 
my chattels all over the lobby, sweating profusely from the heat and the 
effort of bringing them. 

"Yes?" inquired Charlie, raising one eyebrow. 

"| was told to come here for a room. I’m just starting and the 
personnel man_ said..." 

"I’m afraid that we don’t have any more rooms,” interjected Charlie 
with the most supercilious tone that he could muster. | knew that | did 
not like this fellow at all. 

"Just where the hell am | supposed to stay then?" 


"’m sure | don’t know. You'll have to work that one out with 
Jean-Pierre." 

"Oh great. Well, could | leave this stuff here until | manage this?" 

"Of course, but we cant be responsible for it." | felt like punching 


this guy right in the horn, but instead | just picked my stuff up and 
went back to the Personnel department. The French- Canadian fellow was 
quite astonished when | informed him of what had transpired but he 
picked up the phone and talked to somebody dse in french. Then he 
wrote an address on a piece of paper and told me to go there They 
had a nice room for me 

This time | decided to splurge and take a taxi. | was whisked over 
to the town proper, which was situated well behind the hotel at the edge 
of the pit. The taxi driver deposited me and my stuff at the appropriate 


address and he zoomed off. | looked at the house, which was quite old 
and dilapidated. Then a friendly voice called to me in French and bade 
me to come up to the second floor. | did so and she took me to a 


room inside of her old house) Meanwhile she directed one of her sons to 
assist me with my chattels, which they brought up to this room. 

The room was quite small and there were two beds in it. Although 
it was summer, | noticed that the storm windows were still in place 
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Also, there was some other fellow staying in the room. His gear was all 
over the place replete with a couple of old dusty boots which were hap- 
hazardly dropped next to his bed. There was also the slightest aroma of 
old feet and breath lingering about. The landlady appeared and said, "Dat 
will be five doll-er." 

There was no way that | was going to stay here so | told her, 
"That’s O.K., thanks anyway." 

"You don’t like da room, you?" 

"No, no, it’s fine, but | really would like to have a room by 
myself." 

"Da fellow dere, he's tres quiet." 

"| appreciate that, but I’d really like to room alone, thank you." 

"Oh, I’m sorry M’sieu. I'll call a cab." The landlady was quite nice 
but | would have expired there in a week, | dare say, had | stayed. 

| went back to the personnel department and was just in time be 
fore the French-Canadian fellow had left for the day. He was quite sur- 
prised to see me | told him that maybe we had better forget about the 
whole thing. At this point | was so tired that | didnt give a damm. | 
had no idea where | would go, even for the night but | knew that | 
was not going to put up with this nonsense anymore. | looked at the 
personnel fellow. It was allright, said |. | would inform Malcolm about 
everything as soon as | got back. When the personnel man heard this, he 
picked up the phone and called Malcolm, after which he told me to go 
back to the hotel. 

| told him that | had already been there and they had no room. 
He assured me that this time there would be a room for me. When | 
turned around to leave, he got on the phone to Charlie | went back to 
the hotel and sure enough, Charlie had suddenly found a vacancy. | was 
given a key and instructions and went up to my room. 

The room was small but very clean. There was a fairly comfortable 
bed, metal dresser and desk and a sink. The main bathroom was _ right 
next to my room as it turned out and there were showers down the 
hall. There were also a lot of Johns Manville employees staying there as 
well. Some of them were female and quite nice looking but they wee all 
older than |, their average age being about twenty six. 

Room and board was $12 per week as | recall. There were three 
meals served and breakfast was around 8 am. You had to be a quick 
eater sometimes since the bus that took us down the road running parallel 
to the pit would never wait for you. If you missed it, you had to wait 
an hour for the next one. This meant that you had to walk down the 
hill to work. It was quite a long walk. 

| was hired as a cost accounting assistant. My boss was a felow 
named Dennis. Dennis was an Englishman and was the head cost account- 
ant. This made him doubly boring. | don't think | ever saw him really 
laugh or talk about anything except accounting or subjects related to ac 
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counting. Not only that but it was hard for me to leave my chair even 
to go to the bathroom so the job became an excruciating chore 

The weekends were deadly. There was absolutely nothing to do un- 
less you wanted to fraternize with the people that worked at the com 
pany. | did not for | found that we had no common interests whatsoever. 
Also, their chief thrill was to play golf on the company course during all 
their available free moments. 

| tried my best to make friends with some of the women. that 
stayed at the hotel, but it was plain that they wanted nothing to do 
with such a callow youth as myself. It was quite difficult for | had to 
dine with some of them, seated around the same table and they were 
invariably making gratuitous remarks of one sort or other to vex me At 
first | laughed, but after a bit, it got to be a drag so | just didnt 
bother to talk to them. There was one nice girl who was a bit different 
from the rest but every time she would become friendly or conversational, 
the other girls would get on her case. 

Because of the ennui engendered by merely being at this dreadful 
place, | set about trying to remedy this in some way. To this end | 
managed to procure my record player from Mrs. Ashton where |_ had 
stashed it temporarily, along with my jazz records. | ordered some more 
records from the United States. The first time | received the shipment of 
records, | made the mistake of telling the customs people that | had 
purchased the records. | found that | had to pay a heavy duty so the 
next times | insisted that they were sent to me as a gift. The customs 
man was always trying to trick me into saying that | had ordered the 
records since | guess he just didnt want me to enjoy the music without 
some penalty. 

In those days | was ordering 78’s and | had ordered all of the 
Charlie Parker sides on Savoy. | was also able to order Dial and New 
Jazz sides as well and had requested the shipper in the States to send 
the records as a "gift." That is, | asked them not to put their company 
name as a return address. The Americans were very cooperative and | had 
to chuckle when | would look at the parcel and see that the records had 
been sent by my friend "Charlie Parker." The chap at the record company 
even used his own handwriting to make it look authentic. It was a great 
delight to see the customs official so rankled when he couldn't charge me 
any duty. He would sometimes remark about what a good friend | _ had- 
this "Charlie Parker," who would send me so many records! 

What a thrill it was to hear those sides for the first time | had 
never heard "Warming Up A Riff," for example, and when | first played 
it, | could hardly believe my ears. After | started to receive those records 
| couldn't wait for the lunch hour to come so that | could go back to 
the hotel and listen to sounds after eating lunch. 

There was a slight fly in the ointment though. Every afternoon start- 
ing at about 12:30 p.m, the company would take this opportunity to 
plant huge charges of dynamite and start blasting the asbestos in the pit 
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to loosen it for subsequent mining. Now the hotel, being on the edge of 
the pit, would naturally respond to the aftershock of the detonations. The 
first time this happened to me _ |! was bDilissfully listening to a jazz side 
when suddenly, | hear BOOM. Then almost instantaneously | hear = '"zzzi- 
ippp...," scratch, gouge, as the phonograph needle was scraped across my 
new record. 

| learned to wait out the explosions before my noon hour listening. 
Coupled with this was the vibration of the hotel so that you thought that 
you were going through an earthquake daily. The listening was not all 
bad, though, for the hotel had a huge Wurlitzer record player in one of 
the rooms downstairs. We were allowed to put our records in the slots 
and listen to them. The first time | did this, | did not place one of the 
records properly into the metal slot and so lost my ffirst copy of "Bird 
Gets The Worm," which | had heard only once before The girls could not 
understand why a grown man was crying. 

The girls also could not understand bebop or any other form of 
jazz and used to carry on shrieking and so on whenever | started to 
play any sides. In fact, there was no one in that whole town except two 
people that knew anything about music in general or jazz in_ particular. 

My whole week was dedicated to planning how | was to get out 
of that place the next weekend. Who could | visit? Where else could | 
go? | was desperate Just so | could get away-that’s all | cared about. 

Fortunately, the first couple of weekends | was able to visit my 
grandmother in Montreal. She was naturally curious about my new job and 
life but after she found out all she wanted to know, | had a hel of a 
time convincing her to let me come for a weekend visit. 

One weekend | did manage to hitchhike to Burlington to see an old 
girl friend. Her cat had just had a litter and she gave me a kitten to 
take back. | had no trouble getting it across the border and it seemed to 
amuse the drivers who picked me up that | was hitchhiking with a_ kitten. 
When | showed up with the kitten at the hotel, Charlie nearly had a 
haemorrhage, but | convinced him that everything would be fine 

All of the girls instantly started to fuss over the cat and would 
volunteer to take her outside so that she could relieve herself or to bring 
her tidbits from the kitchen. | named the cat "Speckles," and she would 
keep me company all the time at first. In the afternoons | would come 
back to the hotel to listen to music and she would be there waiting for 


me. Then one day she was not. | inquired about but nobody had seen 
her. | said nothing but | was going to bide my time until | found out 
what had happened. 

The next morning | awoke suddenly. | heard a noise at my door. 


Suddenly the door opened slightly, a female hand jutted through and it 
that hand was Speckles. The arm and hand dropped her gently to the 
floor and the door closed. We did not have locks on any of the doors 
in the hotel. Every day from then on this would happen. Obviously one 
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of the girls wanted to have the cat with her at night and this is what 
she did. 

One day | came back from work and there were bits of bacon and 
milk still on the floor. | found out later that Elsie, the maid, had been 
feeding Speckles as well. | said nothing from then on for | was certain 
that the cat was well looked after. Elsie seemed to be very friendly and 
even though we got to be friends she would not reveal to me who was 
taking Speckles. 

| also remember the showers in that hotel. They would never have 
any hot water or if they did, by the time you ffinished showering the 
water would be ice cold. | had a habit of washing my ears with soap, 
but by the time | would get to rinse them the water would be too cold 
to dissolve all of the soap in my ears so | would hear this crackling all 
day due to the soap bubbles still extant in my ear canal. 

| presumed upon my old friend, Sandy, to put me up at his place 
for a couple of weekends, which he did, but | could not go there every 
weekend. | visited Louie also and went to Montreal. | was also fortunate 
enough to obtain a ride from the chief of our section and he seemed to 
take a shine to me Every time | would ride with him he would always 
be telling me about the wonderful opportunities brought about by working 
there and what a great future | had. He did not know that | was slated 
to leave for university in the fall. Malcolm didn’t tell him nor did I. 

Asbestos dust is something else again. Each and every night the em 
ployees would quit at 4:45 p.m, fifteen minutes before the actual leaving 
time so that they could cover all the furniture in the office with huge 
cloths. The next morning when we came to work we would find all the 
cloths that we had laid covered with about an inch of asbestos dust. We 
would gather these up and the secretaries would take them outside to 
Shake them. Asbestos dust was ubiquitous. Nothing was untouched by it. | 
would wonder how the workers in the mine could withstand this day in 
and day out without physical harm. Nobody in the office seemed to care 
when | posed this question. 

There was a school gymnasium that the employees were allowed to 
use. On occasion | would go over to play basketball just to relieve the 
boredom. | met three youngsters, a twelve year old girl, a ten year old 
boy and a thirteen year old boy. | cannot for the life of me remember 
their names but they took a shine to me and would come over to see 
me in my room at the hotel. They took a fancy to the music that | 
played and so we became quite friendly. They got to know all of the 
jazz personnel on my records and became quite sophisticated listeners by 
the end of that summer. Indeed, the three of them were the only ones 
to come and say goodbye to me and wish me luck when | left. The 
other employees expressed their resentment at my leaving to go to college 
with the utmost hostility. | often wonder what happened to those young- 
sters. We also played a lot of basketball together much to the dislike of 
the other employees. 


CHAPTER ONE — Page 40 


4. THE PITS 41 


How | got through that summer I'll never know. | remember spend- 
ing only one weekend in Asbestos. As | recall, that was because | finally 
succumbed to the drinking water and spent the weekend in my _ hotel 
room vomiting. 


| often wondered about the truculent attitude that those employees 
had. Was it because there was really no future for then? Nothing to look 
forward? True, there were some fun and games at the hotel, but nobody 
seemed to have any genuine feedings towards anybody else. It was very 
strange. | had been in the business world before but had never experi- 
enced anything quite like this. | was very happy to be getting out of 
that environment into a more intellectual atmosphere There was so much 
to learn. The section chief took a very dim view of my leaving the 
company but he did agree that it was a more propitious move for me 
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This particular year was a_ very 
instructive one for me all the way 
around. | learned that not all principals 
were bad for one thing, and | ret 
some extremely interesting characters. | 
also. had a_liason with a _ beautiful 
twenty-eight year old woman that taught 
me my ffirst lessons in sex so all in 
all, it was a very lucrative year for me 
aS a learning experience. | had _ passed 
my grade twelve exams~ and had 
achieved my goal and been accepted in 
the U.S. college of my choice | _ had 
also learned to live on my own quite 
successfully, had gained some experience 
as a disk jockey and had started to 
sow the seeds of learning how to play 
jazz music. But all of this would not 
have been possible if | hadnt bem 
helped by Malcolm J. Dunsmore. He 
was the chief instrument of my _ success 
that year and as far as I’m concerned 
should have been the model for budding principals to emulate 

What happened to Malcolm? | heard that he retired from the teach- 
ing profession two or three years later and went back into industry to his 
father’s lumber business which he _ successfully operated until this day as far 
as | know. In a way it is too bad that the teaching profession lost 
someone of that caliber, but I’m sure that if he had stayed any longe, 
he would be ground down by the mediocre members of that establishment 
that are so _ successful in grinding down most of the students that they 
teach or administer. Thank God that sometimes, principals and teachers like 
Malcolm "infect" the system and manage to perpetrate some benefit and 
instill some goodness into the otherwise rotten polemical system. And_ thank 
God that ONE good teacher can influence so many more pupils than a 
whole host of bad ones. That is not to say that many adults were not 
ruined by some bad teacher somewhere along the line, but in almost every 
case where | have met a_ successful adult in some field, there is always 
that one good teacher lurking behind in the background somewhere. Now 
to get a good administrator is ten times more difficult but | was_ fortu- 
nate enough to be under one’s sphere of influence that particular year. 

Just one last story about Malcolm. One day | went to see him 
about some personal matter and we were chatting in his office when one 
of the female teachers approached his office and upon seeing us _ talking 
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hung about outside the door. This particular teacher was one of those 
snotty types that | met later on in my own teaching career who were 
always coming up to you to bum rap or bad mouth some student or to 
lay on some new gossip about somebody. Meanwhile, they were perfect, of 
course and looked down their noses at everybody else. She was also the 
type that would always report anything she could find out to the _ princ- 
pal. Malcolm did not go for this type of teacher and he did not mind 
letting them know it. 

We kept on chatting and the woman would not go away. Finally 
Malcolm yelled at her, "What is it? What do you want? 

"Mr. Dunsmore, | wanted to say something to you about..." 

"I’m busy now. Can't you see that? Why are you hanging about out 
there when you see there is someone already here?" 

"| just wanted to see you for a moment." 


"You just wanted to hear what we were talking about. | dont ap 
preciate that. Also, Keith was here first and you'll just have to wait your 
turn. Now Git and I'll see you when I’m through." 


| could hardly believe my ears. The man actually had respect for a 
student and what’s more, he respected the privacy of exchanging personal 
information. This waS a new experience for me as a student since all the 
other schools | had attended adopted a much different policy towards any 
student. 

In fact that is what it boils down to-respect. How can a teacher or 
administrator expect a student to respect him or her if he does not have 
respect for the student? | found that most all students are quite fair with 
their teachers if their teachers respect them and are fair with them. 


1 went back to visit Mrs. Ashton after | got married, and she was 
still there renting her rooms. Her husband had died in the interim, but 
Mackenzie was still there and still spit at me as soon as he saw ive | 
lost touch with her soon after. 
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LOVE IS A 
MANY 
SPLENDORED 
THING 


There is something 
that has perplexed me ever 
since | commenced teaching 
at. a girl’s school and_ had 
a chance to observe them 
at various stages of ther 
physical development. Why did there seem to be so much diversity in the 
way certain girls looked at a young age, say around fourteen or fifteen 
years, and the way they looked later on in their twenties? | understand 
that there is a natural maturation of the individual and she is bound to 
change, but in certain cases in which | came in contact, the subsequent 
development was most singular. 

There was, for example, a girl that | taught in Grade nine who 
was extremely pretty, had an almost perfect figure and in most respects 
was like a miniature playboy bunny. | had occasion to see her some five 
years later and was shocked to see that she had matured in a very 
disproportionate way. Her legs had become quite thick, her breasts had 
shrunk somewhat and her general body proportions had become all cock- 
eyed. Another girl | ran into later on displayed physical characteristics of a 
girl that had aged almost twice as much as her actual age so that at 
23, she seemed like 35. Her hands already displayed the tell-tale wrinkle 
and her facial features had started to develop "crow’s feet." Still another 
girl | came acrossa once tall, statuesque blond girl with a lovely figure 
had developed a double chin and had gained enough girth so that one 
could hardly tell where her breasts ended and her tummy began. 

Yet there were other cases in striking contrast to the above | met 
one of my former Grade eight students in a store one time with her 
new husband some ten years later and she looked exactly like she did in 
Grade eight even down to the hairdo she wore One could only tel he 
age by the fact that she had grown a bit taller and by dlose scrutiny. 
This was not the only case | observed either for | met several of the 
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girls that | had once taught around that time and found they also had 
not changed that much. So why was there such a large discrepancy in 
these two groups? Was it glandular, perhaps? Had some of them abused 
their bodies in some way? Might early sexual experiences have anything to 
do with it? | would be interested in seeing any medical or sociological 
studies done of this phenomenon, if there are any. However, the most 
bizarre case that | came across did not involve an ex-student, but an old 
friend that | had met in my youth at the Emanon Jazz Society. 

The Emanon jazz Society was a sort of precursor of the sub 
sequently formed Jazz Workshop, the difference being that the former was 
for both jazz fans and musicians whereas the latter was strictly for jazz 
musicians. There were a lot of pretty girls that were members of the 
Emanon Jazz Society and one of them was a French-Canadian girl by the 
name of Claudette. 

Claudette was a very pretty brunette with big brown eyes. One 
could almost say that she was beautiful. She was quite buxom and_ had 
soft white skin which offset her dark hair and eyebrows. She was about 
56" tall, if | recollect properly and although her breasts were large, her 
overall figure was very trim and she also had very nice legs. She looked 
like a ripe apple ready to be plucked. 

| first met her at one of the meetings and of course she would 
show up at most of the jam sessions that we would have and that is 
where she met my wife My wife liked her immediately and the feeling 
was mutual. The girls hit it off and became very friendly. | think the 
fact that they were both French-Canadian had a lot to do with it as 
well, although | am certain that they probably would have been friends 
even if that were not the case. 

Claudette was a painter. Her paintings were quite good, or so | was 
told by artist friends that know much more about painting than do Il. 
That ability also endeared Claudette to my wife, who also aspired to paint 
when we were first married but ultimately gave it up. However, this did 
not deter my wife from appreciating art and | must say that she had a 
very good eye and very good taste in judging art works thereafter. It 
never failed that if she liked some painting or other that it would later 
be confirmed by some art expert that the particular painting that she had 
chosen as the one that she would like, turned out to be the one that 
the aficionados also preferred. 

Now one day my wife and | were invited over to Claudette’s for 
tea or a party-l just forget which and Claudette showed my wife all of 
her paintings that she had done to that point. Amongst the paintings was 
a picture of a man that really intrigued my wife and she wanted to buy 
it in the worst way. All of the other paintings were for sale, but not 
that one, of course so my wife came away from the party quite miffed 
and disappointed, but this did not dampen the friendship any, it just 
bugged my wife that she could not buy that painting and she went on 
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for some years about it, which made me laugh everytime | heard her 
mention it. 

One day while gadding about downtown, | ran into Claudette and 
she was all agog. She was just about to leave for Europe, she said. 
When | looked somewhat incredulous and inquired as to how she was 
going to finance this expedition, she replied that her grandparents had died 
and left her upwards of $50,000. She was going to use some of the 
money, said she to travel in Europe. She was so edlated that it was 
catching and | felt quite good about it myself. | mentioned to her that |, 
too, waS on my way back to Florida having enrolled in a _ program to 
attain a Master of Science degree in Mathematics. | gave her our phone 
number and address and she and my wife kept in touch with one an- 
other. But for some reason, her trip was delayed or something and the 
next thing | knew, my wife got word from her that she would be _ stop- 
ping over in Miami on her flight to Europe and she wondered if she 
could stay with us for a night or two. We were happy to accommodate 
her and so she stayed one night only with us in Miami, although she 
was there for several days and then took off for Europe Aside from one 
or two postcards thereafter, we lost contact with her completely. 

That would have been the end of this story save for the fact that 
one day when | was coming home from teaching at the girl’s school, | 
suddenly remembered that our anniversary was in the offing so | decided 
to stop in at the Danish House, which was then in Place Ville Marie | 
looked about for a suitable gift and a blond French-Canadian girl came up 
to wait on me, but was called away by the boss so she called to 
another salesgirl who was extremely helpful and courteous and assisted me 
greatly in choosing a suitable gift for my wife | could not help noticing 
that this salesgirl looked about 35, exhausted and also looked ill or some 
thing. | also noticed that she looked anemic in a way that reminded me 
of someone putting in a catheter somewhere and thence extracting all of 
her life’s juices from her and this poor creature was all that was left and 
trying to make out the best she could under the circumstances. 

All of these things were flashing through my mind as she waited on 
me and | was almost tempted to ask her about my impressions. She came 
back from having the gift that | had purchased wrapped and she _ turned 
around for some reason. As she did so, | had occasion to see her profile 
in bright light. Suddenly, there was a feeding that | had seen her some 
where before and then incredibly, she reminded me of Claudette, whom | 
had not seen all these five years or so. She looked so much like 
Claudette to me at that point, that | inadvertently blurted out without 
thinking, "Claudette?" She was still turned away from me somewhat. | saw 
her react to the name It was Claudette! | was flabbergasted. She suddenly 
turned and stared very hard at me and asked, "Keith?" 

"Yes," | said. 
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"| thought that it might be you, but you look so different in a 
suit. | never saw you so dressed up like that, with a vest and every- 
thing. How are you? What are you doing?" 

| explained all that had transpired since | had last seen her and 
then | asked her about her experiences in the interim, but she would tell 
me nothing except that she had had a bad love affair and had squan- 
dered her fortune whilst staying in Europe. We exchanged phone numbers 


and | invited her for supper. She didn’t seem too keen, so | did _ not 
press the matter. Also, | had a train to catch back home so | departed 
therewith. 


When | arrived home | immediately apprised my wife of all that 
had transpired and of course she wanted to speak with Claudette as soon 
as possible so she phoned her and managed to get Claudette to come out 
one afternoon for tea and a_ get-together. Claudette did come out and the 
two girls yakked all afternoon. | did manage to learn from Claudette that 
she had met this fellow, John, with whom she had fallen madly in love 
and he had treated her rather badly. It seems that he was working for 
IBM overseas and she met him over there and from what | could gather, 
he quit working at IBM and the two of them then proceeded to squander 
all of Claudette’s inheritance. As soon as the money ran out, John took a 
powder and Claudette spent a lot of time chasing him about Europe Fi- 
nally John returned to Montreal and thus so did Claudette | fet there 
was a lot more, but | could not extract the information either from 
Claudette or my wife, worse luck. 

Anyway, the upshot of all this was that now they were temporarily 
back together sometimes living together, sometimes living apart. We _ invited 
Claudette for supper again, but she would not come back unless she 
brought John. She wanted very much for me to meet John. He did not 
sound like my type of person, but in deference to Claudette’s wishes and 


as an old friend, | yielded to her desires and so a future dinner date 
Was set up. 

Being a naturally wary fellow and not wanting to have to deal with 
John alone, | called upon my old friend, Mervin, to come to the dinner 
also. | said nothing to Mervin except that this other couple was coming 
and | thought that he might be interested in a free meal and some 


conversation. Mervin loved conversation. He was extremely well read on 
practically every subject and further remembered everything that he ever 
read and could pull quotations from various works out of his head when 
necessary like a magician could pull rabbits out of his hat. Also, when 
Mervin had a point of view that he thought logical, he would stick to 
that point of view with tooth and nail until someone came along with a 
better or more logical argument. The trouble was, that very few _ individuals 
were either capable of being able to do this, or even if they had a 
better point of view, were capable of being articulate enough to out-argue 
or convince Mervin of their point of view. Mervin was a formidable and 
articulate arguer and as his brother once said of Mervin, "He can_ think 
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up answers to questions that you haven't thought up yet." Mervin was just 
the fellow that | needed for John. 

The supper date arrived and Claudette and John showed up in the 
early afternoon. My worst fears were confirmed for as soon as | ret 
John, | disliked him. | found him to be aé tremendous boor with the 
usual "in" ideas of the sixties. He was supposed to be a _ mathematician 
but | found that his knowledge of that subject was sadly lacking. Also, he 
seemed to be a tremendous opportunist and was eager to take advantage 
of anything offered to him, athe’ materially or spiritually-iie he would 


take advantage of your courtesy if you would let him. | was wondering 
ten minutes after | met him how the hell | was going to get along with 
this bum the rest of the afternoon. | was also somewhat reluctant to get 


in too much of a hassle with him in deference to Claudette of whom | 
was genuinely fond-at least, at this point. Mervin, of course, had no such 
qualms for when he arrived, he sized up the fedlow in about three sec 
onds. 

| had mentioned to John that | had some old math magazines pub- 
lished my the Canadian Mathematical Society and he wanted them in the 
worst way. | had put them in the attic, but | figured what the hell, | 
might as well give them to somebody that could really appreciate them. It 
was hard since | disliked this fellow so much, but | decided to give him 
the magazines anyway. | mention this because when | ffinally did extricate 
these magazines from the attic and bundle them up ffor John, he never 
showed up to get them until eight months later. But this was typical of 
him. 

John started to present all those "hippie" arguments that one heard 
in the sixties and of course he was anti-American which was also very 
popular then. | started to argue with him and then Mervin joined us. | 
left to visit with Claudette and my wife By the time Mervin got through 
with John, he was practically in tears of frustration. No point that he 
made was left unexamined by Mervin and summarily dismissed or disproved 
and no argument or conclusion that John made lasted more than about 
three seconds after he proposed it since Mervin simply burst his theories 
into the neurotic air. What made it worse was Mervin and | started to 
laugh at him and of course John got very tense 

We all sat at the supper table and John was still expostulating on 
some topic and Mervin by this time, had imbibed quite a bit of the 
grape. This only makes Mervin more garrulous and more obstreperous so 
he started to imitate John at the supper table much to the amusement of 
everybody there. Poor John was quite nonplussed to say the least. After 
supper we all had a rest and exchanged pleasantries. Then | had to go 
downstairs to finish correcting some papers. The original plan was_ that 
Claudette and John were to leave after supper, but they were hanging 
about. It was now about eight p.m. John followed me downstairs and 
started to argue, but he had not reckoned on Mervin, who also came 
down to see what was happening. Naturally as soon as Mervin heard us 
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arguing, he joined the fray and again bested poor John, who ffinally had 
to retreat upstairs. 

Mervin and | stayed downstairs correcting papers until they finally 
decided to leave, which was about 10:30 p.m. It was an exhausting day 
and | hoped that | would never have to go through another one like 
that again. Mervin left soon after and my wife was now becoming some 
what disenchanted with Claudette. When | asked why this was, she _ said 
that she was becoming sort of "common" and that she was quite worried 
about her. We were both surprised at the change in Claudette. It was 
true that she was almost like a _ different person. My wife and | also 
discussed the possibility that "bad love" might be able to effect this type 
of change in people 

Claudette phoned thereafter to invite my wife to her place one afte- 
noon and my wife was delighted to go even though she was now begin- 
ning to have reservations about Claudette When she returned my wife 
seemed to be in low spirits so | asked her what the matter was. She 
said, "It’s hard to believe what happened." 

"What did happen." 

"Well, you know the painting of that man that | liked so much?" 

"Yes," 

"Well, she offered to sell me it after all these years." 

"So, what’s wrong with that? You always wanted it and she finally 
wants you to have it." 

"It’s not the original painting." 

"What?" 

"It’s another one that she just painted. She thought that she could 
fool me She needs the money so badly that she would do a thing like 
that." 

"Are you sure?" 

"Yes, I’m sure. | loved that old painting and | know that the one | 
saw yesterday was not the original one. She tried to fool me" 

That was the end of Claudette as far as my wife was _ concerned, 
but Claudette continued to call her trying to sel her the painting and 
then one day, she announced that she and John were getting married! 
Would we come to the wedding? Claudette had invited all her old friends 
to the wedding as had John and she wanted us to be there. How could 
my wife refuse? We agreed to go. The wedding was to be hed in the 
sacristy of a certain catholic church since John was not catholic. We were 
given the address and the time of the nuptials and it was now only a 
matter of showing up. 

The big day came and my wife dressed up in her finest attire and 
| dug out one of my better suits and off we went to the church. When 
we arrived we inquired from somebody where the entrance to the sacristy 
was and they pointed to a door so we headed for that. My wife always 
took a long time to get ready so we arrived a bit late, but we were 
hopeful that the actual ceremony had not taken place. We approached the 
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door, opened it and were startled to find that the door was behind and 
slightly to the left of the priest if you faced him. Coupled with that was 
the fact the ceremony was in progress and the priest stopped in the 
middie to see who was coming in the wrong door behind him. My wife 
was somewhat embarrassed as was | but we decided to put on a good 
face and make a go of it heading for a seat in the pews in front of 
the priest. 

My wife gave the priest her best smile and we both scooted to the 
pews. The priest continued with the ceremony. Now being that | am 6’6" 
tall, | find most pews, bus seats and beds much too small for me and | 
dread sitting in these areas if | can possibly help it. But since this was 
one of those special occasions | was willing to make the sacrifice As | 
headed for the pews | could not help noticing how sad Claudette looked 
in her wedding gown. John wasn’t looking too chipper either. | was won- 
dering about all this as | approached the pews. My wife had already 
seated herself and | went over to where she sat but not being catholic, | 
was completely unaware of the kneeding bench which is just below the 
seat. Not seeing this as | went to sit next to my wife | tripped on the 
bloody thing and fel down on my _ knees hurting myself. Unthinking, | 
blurted out with a loud "Oh, fuck!" My wife turned crimson. Some of the 
other folks in front turned around laughing. The priest turned very serious 
and stopped for a moment and looked in my direction. | smiled sweetly 
through the pain and said softly, "Uh, sorry." There was some shuffling, 
but order was quickly restored. 

| was just getting over the pain and embarrassment of this faux pas 
when the ceremony ended and the priest reached over for a huge bell. 
He grasped the same and shook it and there was a loud clang. Instantly, 
everybody, including my wife literally dropped to their knees on the kneel- 


ing bench. | was left standing of course, wondering what the hell was 
going on. | could not believe such instant reaction. It reminded me of the 
Pavlov experiment. | didn’t know what to do. | really didn’t want to 


kneel. Besides my knees already hurt from falling on that bench as it 
was. So | just sat down. The priest went through some mumbo jumbo 
and everybody seemed to be happy. The organist started to play some 
tunes and then it was all over. | knew the organist as it turned out. He 
was an old time musician friend of mine and so after the ceremony we 
caught up on the latest musician’s gossip. 

Then what struck both my wife and | after the ceremony was the 
fact that we were the only friends of athe Claudette’s or John’s that 
showed up for the wedding ceremony. The rest of the people were rea 
tives or friends of the relatives. This fact did not improve the already 
rather grim atmosphere. Claudette was quite appreciative of the fact that 
we did come and invited us to a reception at her Aunt’s abode in Outre 
mont. We went over there for a little while and then all Claudette's 
friends started turning up-free eats and drinks, | surmised. After about an 
hour or so, there was a knock at the door and when someone opened it, 
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we beheld two of the most seedy looking individuals that ever came off a 
poop deck. These two characters were John’s friends, of course, and they 
were bombed out of their gourd. Poor Claudette’s aunt did not know what 
to do, but in they came making quite a spectacle of themselves. Fortu- 
nately for everybody concerned, they did not stay long and John went 
away with them in due course. 

My wife and | left soon after and my wife was quite disenchanted 
with the whole affair | could see Claudette called several times after that, 
but my wife although always gracious, did not really care about seeing 
her anymore. | went around some time later to the Danish House but 
Claudette was no longer there. However, the other French-Canadian girl that 
| had met that day was and she was now the manager! Later on she 
married the boss and helped him run the business quite successfully. | 
remember having a feeling about her when | had first met her that she 
was very ambitious and knew exactly what she was about. 


Later | heard that Claudette was a saleswoman at one of those 
leather shops in the Old Montreal area, but | never had a chance to visit 
her or talk with her. A friend of mine did see her some five years ago 
and told me that she was still married to John although | heard from 
some other source that they had been separated for awhile. Also, | found 
out from my wife that Claudette was pregnant when she got married, but 
what happened to the child | do not know. How strange life is some 
times. How strange it is that circumstances can so radically change a fresh 
young artistic girl into a bitter pecuniary woman who tries to take advan- 
tage of old friends. 
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COMEUPPANCE 


Carl Boyer had been made a 
prefect at our school and he enjoyed 
every minute of his duties, mostly con- 
cerned with overseeing the younger 
boys on his floor and _ wieding his 
authority over them in any possible 
way that he could. Carl Boyer was a 
dapper, red-headed and ruddy-cheeked 
young man whose dresser top supported 
all sorts of concoctions such as_ after- 
shaving lotions, hair unguents, mouth 
washes and other assorted cosmetics 
that he thought might make him more 
attractive to females. The trouble was 
that this was an all-male school and 
females were in short supply. 

Still, this did not dete’ Carl 
Boyer in the least. His room mate 

~~ also. a_ prefect, was constantly amused 

| one by Carl Boyer’s interest in all of these 

chemicals. Carl Boyer was also an_ in- 

veterate smoker, although he was only sixteen, and therefore was allowed 

to use the "smoking room." This room was allotted to the students, who 

for one reason or another, were given permission to practice ther filthy 

habit in a special room set aside for this privilege | had occasion to 

fetch one or two of the members of this select group and was almost 

asphyxiated on the spot when they opened the door. All one could see 

was a huge yelowish-white cloud which seemed to engulf every last occu- 

pant in that room. One even had to have consent to see or bring some 

one from that room for it was sacrosanct and for smokers only. Looking 
back on it now, | would say that all those smokers deserved that room. 

My room happened to be next to Carl Boyer’s room. | had two 
room mates. | did not want any room mates and requested this when 
they passed out the forms for room preferences and room mate choices. 
Naturally, | was put in with two other boys-not just one other boy, but 
two. | did not like the idea of having room mates any more than the 
other two characters with whom | was sharing it but | must say that we 
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did get on fairly wel since we all respected the privacy and_ personal 
possessions of the others. Indeed, more than once my room _ mates(either 
one or the other, or both) saved my record player or other chattels from 
either being ill-used or stolen. 

At this juncture in my life | was an avid comic book reader and 
somehow managed to amass a large supply of these cartoon wonders. Be 
cause of my propensity for these magazines, they somehow ultimately gravi- 
tated to my room and any other boys that needed some for a study hall 
or whatever would always come to borrow some. Most of the time they 
were returned, but even if they were not, | always received replacements 
of others to more than make up for my loss. 

Carl Boyer had the habit of drifting over to my room aetther before 
or after he did a room check of his portion of the dormitory. During 
"study hall" we boys were not supposed to stray from our rooms, read 
comics, listen to records or otherwise do anything that might be the least 
bit pleasurable. Instead, we were supposed to study diligently, doing our 
homework and/or read something that would "uplift" us. 

Carl Boyer happened to be an aficionado of comic books. Therefore 
he always had his nose in some of mine, due to the proximity of his 
room as | have said, and also due to the fact that | did not protest his 
presence too much. My room mates had no use for him at all and in 
fact, Carl Boyer was thoroughly disliked by most of the boys because of 
the way he exercised his authority. He would befriend you, get you to 
admit something and then use what you had admitted to him(sometimes in 
confidence) against you. If you protested in any way, he would then have 
you up for insubordination and as this was a serious offense, you would 
either be paddied or otherwise severely chastised. 

As the year wore on | somehow managed to avoid Carl Boyer’s 
antipathy, but | did not trust him. However, he was very friendly towards 
me, in fact he was too friendly, but | could do nothing, especially since 
he was around a lot of the time reading my comic books and listening 
to some of my boogie woogie records which he claimed to like There 
was something sneaky about Carl Boyer and even his room mate did not 
like him all that much as we later found out. 

Down the hall there was a younger boy, about fourteen, named He 
inicke, who was extremely large and extremely strong for his age He also 
was quite unfriendly, especially to me for some reason and | did my best 
to avoid him. More often than not, he would suddenly grab you and 
pound you just for the exercise, although he did not do this to me 

Because of some circumstance which | cannot remember now, | had 
to interact a good deal with Heinicke and | sort of got to like him 
because underneath that gruff exterior, | found him to be quite an affable 
fellow although he did not want anybody to know about it. Another time 
he was blamed for something that | had done and was about to be 
punished for it. He did not know who had perpetrated the deed and if 
he had known, he would have never said anything anyway for there is 


CHAPTER THREE — Page 53 


54 CHAPTER THREE 


one golden rule in any institution if you want to stay healthy and _ that 
is, that you never rat-fink on anybody. 

|! could not see him taking the rap for me so | did the noble 
thing and turned myself in. | figured at this point that anothe few de 
merits or whatever would not make that much difference on my record 
anyway. Well, after | did this, Heinicke was much friendlier towards me 
and even tolerated me in his room for lengthy periods of time on occa 
sion. This was quite thrilling for me since his friends were always gossip- 
ing about everything that occurred at the school and wee extremely 
well-informed about every facet of the school life. including personal bits 
about the teachers. 

From time to time, Carl Boyer would be mentioned and immediately 
everybody would gag or make disparaging remarks. Nobody seemed to like 
the fellow and almost everyone of the boys that came to Heinicke’s room 
had a grievance against Carl Boyer. The trouble was, nobody knew exactly 
what to do about it and Carl Boyer was so cagey that any overt gesture 
from anyone in particular would probably constitute an over-reaction so the 
discussion about Carl Boyer just usually ended in frustration and mutual 
dislike. 


When Carl Boyer was not on duty, | would be able to sneak out 
of my room to visit a fellow musician-a piano player who was very ad- 
vanced musically relative to my playing. | played boogie woogie at the 


time almost exclusively, but he played good jazz piano. Sometimes we 
would share the piano room, discuss music and other times some of the 
other boys who could play various instruments would come in and join 
my friend to have a jam session. 

My friend, Moser, also wrote plays and he would read them to me 
to see what my reaction was. | found them quite entertaining and we 
would get together outside of school, purchase a big jug of cider and 
some doughnuts, and then sneak them back into school. That night, during 
the study hall, we would imbibe the cider, eat the doughnuts and Moser 
would regale me with his writings. It was a lot of fun and quite harm 
less, but naturally since we were having fun and not studying, the teach- 
ers took a very dim view of this. The trouble is that they could neve 
catch us. 

One night while Carl Boyer was laying on the bed engrossed in 
reading my comic books, he suddenly looked up and said, "White, if you 
want to go somewhere, you can you know. | won't stop you." 

"| don’t want to go anywhere" 


"It’s O.K. White, I'll cover for you." Now | didn’t trust Carl Boyer 
one bit and | looked at my room mates, who were now eying Carl 
Boyer with incredulity. Carl Boyer realized this and continued, "I give you 


permission. Your room mates can be _ witnesses." 

| decided to take a chance so | thanked him and went down to 
see Moser. Nothing happened when | came back. Indeed, Carl Boyer was 
extremely friendly the next few days and gave ime all sorts of liberties. 
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My room mates could not beieve this but it was happening. Meanwhile 
during my visits with Heinicke | was learning all sorts of dire acts that 
Carl Boyer had perpetrated against other boys of the school. Every now 
and again, Heinicke would say, "We've got to do something about that 
bastard one of these days," but nobody could think of anything to do and 
nobody did anything. 

Then Carl Boyer started to get nasty with me He would take my 
comic books and never return then. When | would ask for them, he 
would say something like, "You’re not allowed to have comic books any- 
way," or ‘I'll give you back the books tomorrow," but he never would. 
Sometimes | would find him in my room using my record player when | 
got back from class. He would simply let himself into my room with his 
key and proceed to use my stuff. He also would use my room mate's 
possessions as well. We had a talk. Something had to be done He was 
definitely getting on our nerves. 

| appealed to Heinicke but at first he did not do anything. Several 
nights later, Carl Boyer again told me that | could visit my friend Moser, 
but this time, he reported me as being out of my room | was in 
serious trouble. | happened to visit Heinicke and apprised him of this 
situation. Some of the other boys were there as wel. "O.K., that’s’ it," 
said Heinicke, "we're going to fix his ass." 

"How?" chimed in the other boys. 

"Any ideas, White?" asked Heinicke. 

"Well, we could always short-sheet his bed and maybe hide all those 
cosmetics that he is so fond of or..." 

"That’s a start. | have something more extensive in mind," replied 
Heinicke and | could see that he was really upset. "The bastard always 
keeps his door locked and the only guy that has a key is his room 
mate and he won't let us in. That's for sure." 

"How do you know?" asked one of the other boys. 

"Because, we've already asked him and tried," said Heinicke. 

"There is somebody else who has a key to his room," chimed in 
one of the other boys. 

"Eh, who's that?" asked Heinicke. 

"The teacher on the floor." 

"Oh great, you think that you can get the key from the _ teacher. 
Fat chance!" 

"Look, this teacher hates Boyer’s guts. I'll bet that he'll unlock the 
door for us." 

"You've got to be kidding." 

"What harm can it do to ask? Besides, Boyer would never suspect 
that a teacher would unlock his door-nor anybody else for that matter," 
continued this boy. 

"O.K., it wont harm us to try. White, you’ve got to have an alibi 
because Boyer’s going to be after you ffirst thing. We'll fix Boyer and if 
there’s any flak, just let me know," said Heinicke and the next few min- 
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utes were buzzing with ideas about what to do to poor Carl Boyer’s stuff 
if and when they ever gained access to his room. 

The teacher did let them in swearing them to secrecy and the boys 
proceeded to do the following things: 

(1) They removed Carl Boyer’s bed completely from his room, strip- 
ping the bedding which they stuffed in the bathroom and pissed and shat 
all over it. 

(2) The bed itself was placed on top of the marble partitions be 
tween the toilets. Naturally they peed all over his mattress. 

(3) They removed all of his sundries from his dresser, placing them 
in a big pillow case which they borrowed from his supply and _ proceeded 
to lambaste the contents until they were all reduced to rubble. This mess 
they left in Carl Boyer’s closet. 

(4) The boys were extremely careful to not touch one item of Carl 
Boyer’s room mate and did not encroach in any way on his side of the 
room. 

(5) The boys strewed other items of clothing and chattels out on 
the fire escape which was adjacent to Carl Boyer’s room. 

All of the above was done whilst | was in some class and Carl 
Boyer was attending some meeting. It was done within the space of one 
hour. | happened to go to the bathroom before | was apprised of the 
event and had to chuckle heartily when | saw Carl Boyer's stuff in there 
| thought to myself, "Revenge is sweet and there could not be a more 
deserving fellow for this treatment." Now maybe Carl Boyer would realize 
how much he was disliked and how much of a prick he had been. 

Not so, for no sooner had | gotten back to my room when Carl 
Boyer stormed in. His face was as red as his hair and he was _ practically 
foaming at the mouth. "White, you cocksucker," he screamed. "You did _ this. 
You did this. I’m going to get you for this..." 

"When was this done?" asked one of my room mates that had come 
in and passed Carl Boyer’s room on the way. 

Carl Boyer screamed out the time My room mate calmly _ replied, 
"Well, then, Keith could not possibly have done it for we were together 
in class at that time" This stopped Carl Boyer in his tracks. He was 
speechless for the moment. 

Carl Boyer continued, "Well, he may not have done it, but he _insti- 
gated it. Did you see what they did to my stuff? How the hell did they 
get in my room? White, you bastard, you're responsible, you're..." but he 
could not find the words. 

"How could he be responsible? How could he get into your room?" 
continued my room mate whose calm voice seemed to irritate Carl Boyer 
all the more because behind it there was the slightest hint of mockery 
coupled with irrefutable logic. 

"Well then if it wasn’t you White, you can tell that whoever it 
was, when | find him, I'll beat the living shit out of him. Do you 
hear?" 
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"| hear you Carl," | deadpanned. 

This made Carl Boyer scream even louder. "You tell whoever it was 
that I'll take him behind the gym and thrash him within an inch of his 
life. do you understand? In any case I'll deal with you later, you can 


bank on that!" With that he turned around and stomped out of my room. 
My room mates came over laughing and asked all about the cape. | 
naturally apprised them of all the goingson and they seemed to be very 
happy about the whole affair. 

The back of the big gymnasium was the usual place where all 
fights were fought, where all issues were settled when words did not 
suffice and violence had to be used. There were many a black eye 
bloody noses and faces along with multiple contusions and abrasions that 
were both received and given back of that gym and the teachers were 
always checking it out to try to stop some punchout that might be tran- 
spiring. 

My room mates expressed concern about my future at the school, 
especially if Carl Boyer got on my case, for he was sure to pick on me 
unmercifully and use every political ploy and advantage that he could to 
make sure that | was through at that school. 

Now | really didn’t care that much about staying at the school in 
any case, but to be cashiered so unceremoniously by the likes of Carl 
Boyer was completely out of the question as far as | was _ concerned. 
Frankly, | wanted to have the option of getting thrown out because of 
my own behavior-not because someone wanted to oust me | asked my 
room mates for consul and one of them said, "You know, you should go 
and tell Heinicke what Boyer said. | would really like to see Boyer try 
to beat up Heinicke." 

"Hey, yeah, that’s a great idea," chimed in my other room mate. No 
sooner had he finished saying this than | was down at Heinicke’s room 
knocking on the door. 

"Come in," said the big fellow. | entered and there was _ Heinicke 
with a bunch of the other boys guffawing and | could see that they 
were all excited about the stunt they had just pulled. "Hey, Keith, what’s 
up. Did you see Boyer?" 

"Yeah, | saw him and he became red all over." With that the boys 
all burst out laughing. | continued, "He was mad as _ shit." 

"That'll teach him," another boy chimed in. 

"You know what he said? He said that he was going to beat the 
shit out of the person or persons responsible for this caper and he said 
he didn’t care who it was," | continued. 

"O.K., that’s it. That’s what I’ve been waiting for. So he’s gonna 
knock the shit out of the person responsible, eh? We'll see about that," 
Heinicke blustered. With that he turned around dramatically walking past 
me out of the room, the other boys hot on his heels. He asked me 
"Where is he now?" 

"| think he’s in the smoking room." 
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"Perfect. I’m going to call him out of there right now," said He 
inicke as he headed downstairs to the smoking room. We all surrounded 
the door and Heinicke rapped on the door. A senior boy answered. 

"What do you want? You know you boys are not supposed to come 
in here." 

"We don’t want to come in," Heinicke said, "we want to speak to 
Carl Boyer right now." His tone of voice was very authoritative and since 
even the seniors knew of his reputation for not taking any crap from 
anyone, the senior eyeballed him for about 15 seconds and seeing that 
Heinicke was adamant, he went to fetch Carl Boyer. 

Carl Boyer came to the door and seeing all of us standing about, 
quickly assessed the situation. The other senior boy was still standing there 
and although | am sure that Carl Boyer would have liked for him to 
leave, he did not do so. Carl Boyer spoke, "Yes, you wanted to talk to 
me?" 

Heinicke said, "I hear that you are going to beat the shit out of 
the person or persons responsible for messing up your room." 

"You heard right," Carl Boyer responded. 

"Well, | can tell you who the responsible person is." 

Carl Boyer now looked elated and he asked, "Who? Who is it?" 

"It’s me, that’s who," replied Heinicke 

Carl Boyer blanched and all the red seemed to drain from both his 
face and his hair for one moment. He gulped audibly and then asked, 
"Surely, you're joking. It couldn't be you Heinicke." 

"Well, it is and | want to see you beat the shit out of me" 

"| can’t believe it’s you. You’re just covering for Keath White, I'l 
bet." 

"| told Keith to stay in cass when | did this. I’m the one re 
sponsible and now | want to see you beat the shit out of me" 

Poor Carl Boyer had been snookered and he now knew it. There 
was no going back on what he said for there were too many _ witnesses 
present when he said it. He tried to dazzle Heinicke with some footwork 
and said, "Well, I’m really surprised that you would perpetrate such a 
thing and you know that | like you so if there is any way that..." 

"Cut out the bullshit. I’m = challenging you right now to meet me 
behind the gym in half an hour, if you're a man at all, which | doubt. 
Then we'll see who's going to beat the shit out of whom." 

By now the buzzing in the smoking room had ceased and all was 
quiet. The atmosphere was extremely tense. If Carl Boyer backed down, he 
was through as a person in the school with his senior peers and possibly 
he would lose his position as prefect-a position that he cherished. On the 
other hand, if he accepted Heinicke’s challenge, chances are that his _ physi- 
ognomy would be altered accompanied with great pain. Poor Carl Boyer 
was between a rock and a hard placea position that he thoroughly en- 
joyed placing other people a good deal of the time 


CHAPTER THREE — Page 58 


COMEUPPANCE 59 


"Allright," he now whispered, "I accept." As soon as he finished this 
sentence all of the boys started to whoop and cheer. Even some of the 
seniors in the smoking room smiled but tried not to show it. Then Carl 
Boyer said, "O.K., that’s fine I'll be there. Don’t worry," and closed the 
door to the smoking room in our faces. 

Word spread around the school quickly and the whole student body 
was buzzing with anticipation for besides ther always enjoying a good 
fight, they had the added joy of hopefully witnessing Carl Boyer getting 
the shit kicked out of him. The question now was, would the fight be 
stopped before it started by any of the teachers? 

All of the boys were now running pell-mell towards the back of the 


gym to await the two combatants. | had gone back to fetch my room 
mates while Heinicke and his entourage ambled out to the patch of grass 
behind the gym to await Carl Boyer. My room mates and | arrived 


slightly ahead of Carl Boyer, who was looking a bit shaky, but trying to 
put on a good face all the same 

Almost all of the student body were present including some _ teachers 
forming a ring around the spot where the battle was to take place He 
inicke stepped into the center of the ring and a great cheer went up. 
Carl Boyer then followed suit and | was somewhat surprised to hear that 
he also had a claque, albeit a small one Carl Boyer raised his fists in a 
boxing pose. 

So did Heinicke. Then Heinicke stepped forward and delivered an 
uppercut to Carl Boyer’s jaw which lifted Carl Boyer about two inches off 
the ground before he was propelled backward doing an _ unscheduled re 
versed somersault. Carl Boyer had vainly tried to fend off the blow, but 
it was no use. As soon as Carl Boyer completed his unplanned gymnastic, 
a great roar from the student body went up. Clearly, they wanted more. 
Heinicke obliged them after waiting for Carl Boyer to stand up and again 
assume the boxing stance. As soon as Carl Boyer was ready, Heinicke 
delivered another series of body blows, followed by a couple of roundhouse 
swings, some of which landed squarely on Carl Boyer’s face and _ finished 
up with a right cross. Carl Boyer’s knees buckled and he again grovelled 
about on the grass. 

The student body was now beside themselves with joy. Probably 
ninety percent of them had been punished either directly or indirectly by 
Carl Boyer. They were out for blood. The teachers that were present just 
stood around. One of them said something like, "Allright, that’s enough," or 
some such thing, but he was ignored. 

Then out of nowhere, Dean Hicks appeared. Dean Hicks always re 
minded me of the Canadian actor Mark Stevens. Dean Hicks was_ tough, 
but very fair. He brooked no nonsense from students or teachers alike He 
was extremely loyal to his boss, the principal of the school, but he 
wouldn’t have taken any crap from him either, had any ever been given. 

| had had my _ sessions with Dean Hicks. He reminded me of a 
tough cop. He seemed to know all the angles and if you tried to play 
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games with him or fool him, hed come down hard on you like a ton of 
bricks. A couple of times my Aunt had to intercede on my behalf because 
she seemed to be the only person that could bandy words about with 
him and make him listen. 

Dean Hicks also did not have much of a sense of humor and the 
only time | remember seeing him smile was the following time One day 
my room mates and | wee having a_ knifethrowing contest, using the 
dormitory door as a target. | had just purchased this new knife and my 
room mates were anxious to try it out. It was winter so mumblety-peg 
was out. 

Well, we were having a great time throwing that knife from across 
the room(about twenty feet) trying to make it stick in the door. Of 
course, there was a certain noise that it made as it hit the door, but 
after a bit, we paid no attention since all of the other boys were out of 
the dorm for some reason or other. 

One of my room mates had dazzled us with a _ tremendous throw 
which you only see in the movies and we were trying to duplicate his 
feat. It was my turn and | wound up for a enormous pitch. The knife 
was poised in my hand and | was just about to hurl it at the door 
with all my might when the door suddenly opened and there was Dean 
Hicks! 

We were all taken aback and so nonplussed by his sudden appear- 
ance that nobody knew exactly what to say. Furthermore, he had caught 
us red-handed. It was then that | blurted out, "Well, Dean Hicks no _ less." 
This outburst caused my room mates to start giggling in spite of them 
selves and for a moment-just a fleeting moment, | saw Dean Hicks’ lips 
start to curl into the slightest smile but he caught himself and_ what 
followed was the usual tirade about throwing knives, destruction of prop- 
erty, irresponsibility and finally a subsequent session with Dean Hicks in 
his office. The latter, of course, was what most of the boys dreaded for 
it was like being grilled by the Gestapo and more than likely, some 
punishment would be meted out that would peculiarly suit the offending 
individual to a tee Dean Hicks had a knack for finding just the right 
punishment for the individual student to fit the crime 

Of course at the gym site, as soon as Dean Hicks was spotted, the 
whole student body suddenly became silent. There he was in the middle 
of the circle giving everybody the evil eye Nobody dared say anything. He 
ordered the boys to stop fighting and | think that both of then were 
relieved. Heinicke enjoyed a good fight but one could not really call him 
a bully and after the first punch he knew that he was kind of beating a 
dead horse. Carl Boyer was relieved naturally because he was being hunili- 
ated beyond belief, not to mention the pain that his poor body was 
feeling after it had been pummelled so deftly by Heinicke. 

The student body probably was not relieved. | dare say they would 
have enjoyed another hour or so of watching Carl Boyer act as a_punch- 
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ing bag. Personally, | figured that he probably had had enough and had 
learned his lesson, but | wasn’t sure because he was so sneaky. 

After a thorough dressing down by Dean Hicks including a bit of 
personal acrimony thrown in aimed at some of the teachers present, the 
crowd dispersed and all of the boys went back to doing what they were 
supposed to be doing before the fracas began. Of course, this did not 
prevent them from discussing the matter at great length and_ gossiping 
about it for days afterwards. 

Meanwhile about two nights later during study hall | had a _ visitor. 
It was Carl Boyer. What could he want, thought I? He came in and 
asked if he could read some of my comic books. Being soft-hearted and 
realizing that he was trying to make up and perhaps go back to the 
point where we had started at the beginning of the semester, | gave him 
permission to read. After a short while he looked up and _ started telling 
me that he never really meant any harm and that he was only trying to 
do his job as a prefect and yes, folks, he was only ‘following orders." 
Where have we heard that one _ before? 

Although | was not absolutely convinced that he meant all that he 
said, | ventured my opinion when he asked me why everybody was so 
mad at him. He kept saying that he wasn't that bad a fdlow and so 
on. 

"Carl," said |, "It’s not that you are not doing your job. It’s the 
way you do it. For example, giving tacit permission to break some rule 
and then meting out punishment for infraction of that rule" At this 
point my room mates could no longer hold their tongues and they offered 
him more advice and reasons for the incident. 

"It’s the way that you administer discipline," said one. 

"And you take advantage of your authority," said the other. 

"How do you mean?" inquired Carl Boyer. 

"Well, you just assume that because your a prefect you have access 
to anybody's personal things. Boys besides prefects have rights too, you 
know," said the first. And so they went on. 

Carl Boyer kept quiet and listened. Looking back on it | think that 
he might have learned a lesson, | don’t know. | do know that for the 
rest of that year Carl Boyer was very subdued and went out of his way 
to try to be nice, which was extremely hard for him. Maybe he truly 
was unaware of his arrogance and_ sadistic methods of exercising his 
authority. 

| often wondered in later years how Carl Boyer turned out. Even 
though he was very nice to me the rest of the year and changed his 
approach towards the other boys, | always felt that it was a bit of an 
act. Perhaps he was just waiting to get out of the school so that he 
could really get his kicks at some other place using his previous methods, 
only making sure that he did not make the same mistakes that he made 
at our school. 
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On the other hand, there was something about Carl Boyer that you 
instinctively felt was not too bad. That is, somewhere in that confused 
and devious personality there lurked a semblance of a personality that 
might have had some very good qualities. And even though Carl Boyer got 
the shit knocked out of him and knew what was coming, he did _ not 
really back down. He made it to the back of the gym and | am sure 
that if Carl Boyer had truly been a bastard, he would have found some 
way to get out of showing up. The point is, he did and like it or not, 
he had to be admired, at least for that. 

As for Heinicke, | did not have too much further contact with him 
after the above incident. It must be said that much to Heinicke’s credit, 
he did not boast or belabor the incident. To him, it was over and done 
with and that was that. He was only interested in getting on with the 
rest of the school year, continuing to pummel the odd boy when said boy 
would get on his nerves. Heinicke, along with the rest of us, did not 
want to contend with putting up with anybody else with Carl Boyes 
earlier tendencies. 


| would visit Heinicke in his room every now and then to shoot 
the shit but rarely, if ever, did the subject of Carl Boyer arise, except 
that Heinicke would inquire as to how he was acting towards the boys 
under his charge The rest of the year was without incident as far as 
Carl Boyer was concerned so at least one area of school life was again 
peaceful. 
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"TO EVERY 
THING THERE 
IS A SEASON..." 


One exceedingly singular 
phenomenon of the present 
day is the breakup of mar- 
riages and relationships. | re 
member going to a_ party 
recently at a girl friend's 
house and | must have seen 
at least twenty-five women 
that were either divorced, 
separated or single mothers. 
Could Al Capp really have been right when he proposed the notion that 
the present generation of adults was the "splendid result of Dr. Spock's 
child-rearing methods?" Capp further went on to say that this was the 
"me" generation dedicated to the sole proposition of self-gratification. 

Perhaps, but maybe this notion is too simplistic and there are other 
things going on that we have yet to fully grasp. Perhaps, like the psalm 
says in Ecclesiastes, modern society’s pace is so fast and so confused that 
most of us do not have time to live out the proper "season" at the 
proper time or in the proper order. In any case, the following events 
occurred in the mid- seventies. 

| was teaching mathematics in a CEGEP(Junior College) in the East- 
ern Townships and due to the fact that | was commuting weekly, | had 
little or no contact with the other teachers. 

My duties did not keeo me from observing some of the female 
teachers, however, and there was one in particular that was quite striking. 
Her name was Jan, and she had black hair, a very curvaceous figure and 
a pleasant smile She seemed quite friendly but initially | got the impres- 
sion that she was quite aware of her beauty and tried to make the most 
of it-a quality in women that | do not particularly reish. | therefore 
avoided her even though | would have liked to get to know he better. 

This paradoxical behavior on my part was partly based on my hunch 
that there was something amiss about her and partly based on the fact 
that | understood that she was happily married. In any case, | avoided 
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too much contact with her for | was afraid that | might become involved 
with her somehow and | was fearful of the consequences for some _ reason. 


One day after class, | ran to catch the edevator for | was late 
getting out of my previous class and had to get to the next one right 
away. As | stepped into the elevator, | practically ran into Jan and she 
gave me a big smile and a pleasant "hello," but for some reason, | did 


not respond in kind. There was something about her, thought I, and | 
was cool. Later | was to find out that | was too cool for she admon- 
ished me for my behavior. After this | did not have to worry about Jan's 
flirting with me 

This was the end of Jan until one day, the girl with whom | was 
living at the time, told me that we were invited for a_ prechristmas 
supper(this being close to the Christmas season) at her girlfriend’s place. 
"Who is the girl friend?" | asked. 

"}an and David," was the reply. "You know Jan. David is a_ teacher 
at Bishops." 

"What does he teach?" 

"Fine arts. Anyway, it’s all arranged and naturally we will have to 
bring some gifts." 

"Naturally." My girlfriend was all keyed-up and looking forward to 
our dinner engagement. It was at this point that | got curious about Jan 
and David and asked my girlfriend for a run-down on them. The following 
story unfolded. 

Jan was a_ sixteen-year-old student of David’s at Bishops in some 
English course or Fine Arts course and because of her keen interest in 
English and her prowess at this subject, she naturally gravitated towards 
David, who was then thirty-five, very distinguished and an_ authority in 
Jan’s favorite field. 

Gradually, the attraction turned to genuine love. Coupled with this 
was the fact that Jan had had a crush on an old friend’s son, who had 
died in a swimming accident after having head surgery in the hospital. | 
had stayed on the son’s uncle’s farm in 1948 and of course, this happen- 
stance piqued my curiosity even more. From what | could gather, Jan and 
my friend’s son were either already engaged or planning to get married. 

The above facts made me think that perhaps Jan had formed a 
crush on David on the rebound. Be that as it may, the two of them 
consummated their love for one another by getting married. Jan was then 
seventeen. They set about building a house and drew up Special plans for 
it. 

The house’s focal point was to be a gigantic fireplace with all the 
other rooms stemming off. They hired some locals to construct their dream 
house whilst camping on the property just above the site where the con- 
struction was about to begin. 

This proved to be a grievous error. Why this was so can be thor- 
oughly answered in my chapter called "The Rock." Suffice to say that it is 
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very difficult, if not impossible, to get any construction done either well or 
quickly, in the Eastern Townships by locals. 

The month that Jan and David had planned to spend in their tent 
while their house was completed turned into three months coupled with all 
sorts of fundamental construction errors and ultimately, they had to fire 
the local crew and hire a work gang from Ontario. This latter group 
finished the whole project without mistakes inside of one month. 

Once completed, the happy couple moved into their new abode and 
started to play house. The trouble was, Jan wasn’t much interested in the 
drudgery of housework, even though she had been brought up on a farm. 
Still, at first she performed all he wifely chores for three or four 
months. Then gradually David took over the cooking, doing the laundry, 
shoveling the snow and cleaning the house 

David didn’t really mind for he was a perfectionist and probably Jan 
could never do any task to his satisfaction. He was also very efficient, 
extremely strong and energetic and so, for all intents and purposes, they 
made a happy couple. 

The big night arrived and my girlfriend and | were chauffeured by 
David up the snowy hill(which he had plowed that morning) to a waiting 
Jan. She was all smiles and genuinely happy to see both of us. We had 
large t-bone steaks, baked potato and some vegetable all cooked in ther 
huge fireplace. | played their piano and found that David had been an 
accomplished classical pianist, but had given it up because he could not 
meet his own extremely high standards. 

Jan and my girlfriend were extremely fond of one another and as 
the evening wore on, | began to warm up to Jan for she was very 
charming and quite fetching. The two girls yakked incessantly and so David 
and | had a chance to get acquainted. 

| found him to be a very bright and loyal friend. His only fault 
that | could see was his obsession with perfection. Everything had to be 
just so. The steaks had to be done this way, the potatoes that way, and 
so on. But, in spite of this, we all had a wonderful evening. 

During the evening we all exchanged gifts. | can’t remember now 
what | gave or what | received but | do remember the gift that David 
gave to Jan that night. He pulled out this huge box and when Jan 
opened it, there was this lovely green dress inside. My girlfriend gasped 
with envy when she saw it and needless to say, we all wanted to see 
what Jan looked like wearing it. So, off to the bedroom Jan went to 
change into her newly acquired dress. 

After a few minutes Jan emerged with the dress on. It fitted he 
perfectly and we all were stunned with how beautiful she looked in_ it. 
David had picked out the perfect dress for Jan’s figure | could not help 
notice now what a stunning figure it was indeed. Jan looked better than 
most of the models that you see in Playboy. | had never realized before 
just how gorgeous she was. 
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After this successful evening, my girlfriend and | started to swap 
dinner engagements with Jan and David. One week we would eat at their 
place, the next at our place and so on. | got to know Jan pretty well 
and would sometimes tease her about her reuctance to help with the 
chores. I’d tell her that she was the queen, sitting back and directing her 
entourage to perform various tasks. Jan admitted freely that she hated any 
sort of housework and her chief love(as was my gjrlfriend’s) was to sit 
down in a big comfortable chair with a good book and read by the 
hour. They both lived in a dream world and would constantly discuss 
characters and plots of novels with one another. Both of them were now 
English teachers, of course. 

Jan had just turned 24. David was in his forties. The first time my 
girlfriend and | went to their place they seemed to be perfectly suited to 
one another and quite settled. But as we got to know them bette, | 
could see that Jan was very unhappy. My _ girlfriend did not seem to 
notice this(or maybe preferred not to) and Jan did not venture too much 
information-only hints and innuendoes. 

Finally one night when my girlfriend was off with David somewhere, 
| asked Jan point blank what was the matter, although | suspected what 
the trouble was. Jan told me that she was very unhappy being married 
now. It was fun at first but now she felt trapped and she didn’t know 
what to do. | knew that she wanted to sow her oats since she had not 
had a chance to do this when she was a teenager. | confronted her with 
this and she broke down and admitted that she was sexually frustrated-al- 
most to the point of distraction. 

With all those young male students in such dose proximity and 
looking up to her as an authority figure, | estimated that it was only a 
matter of time before she got involved with one of them. | suggested that 
she have an affair- maybe this would provide her with some reiief. Jan 
admitted that she thought of that but she couldn't possibly do this because 
she was married! 

| asked her if she still loved David. Of course, was the reply. Well 
then, how are you going to reconcile the dilemma, | asked. She did not 
know but | could see that her only recourse, with her particular moral 
code, was to seek a divorce. 

Subsequent talks with Jan revealed that she would probably do just 
that- get a divorce "Then what?" | inquired. 

"| will be free to do what | want." 

"Yes, but what about David?" 

"Hde can do what he wants." 

"He wants to stay married." 

"| know. | don’t know what | should do." 

"What you should do is to have your little fling, get it out of 
your system and then you will probably find out that you're damn glad 
to be married to David after all." 
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"| know that’s what | should do, but | cant do that in all good 
conscience." 

"Yet you can 86 David without so much as a by-your-leave." 

"He'll be allright. He'll find somebody else" 

"What if he doesn’t want somebody else?" 

"You're not making it easy." 

"It’s not easy under the conditions that you have set. Why break up 
what is fundamentally a good marriage for a piece of...for an extra marital 
affair?" | had almost gone into the vernacular but caught myself. Jan 
laughed heartily but | could see that her mind was set on obtaining a 
divorce. The question was, did David realize this yet? 

My girlfriend and | discussed this at great length. Of course to my 
girlfriend, Jan’s situation was tantamount to a plot in some romantic nove. 
The two girls then started to discuss the whole situation and afte a 
couple of weeks my girlfriend approached me and said, "Jan would like to 
stay with us for a couple of weeks when she moves out. Is this O.K.?" 

"Does David know what's going on now?" 

"Yes," 

"Well, you know that | would love to have two women waiting on 
me, so sure, why not?" In a way | did not really approve of her action- 
and especially making the decision to move out so quickly, but | figured 
that she would be better off with us than gallivanting about the streets 
of the town. 

David wanted to see me | went to his office and he poured out 
his heart to me. | just hoped that he did not think that | was getting 
into his wife. He did not, thank God. He loved Jan with a passion and 
he was a throwback in that he really believed in the sanctity of marriage. 
He also understood Jan’s itchy pants and would even look the other way 
if need be To me, that was the solution to the problem, but Jan could 
not and would not see it that way. 

About this time | was recuperating from an eye operation and so 
was somewhat incapacitated. | had to hang about the house quite a bit 
due to my weakness. Jan and | would play honeymoon bridge or cribbage 
when she was not at school and sometimes she would read something to 
me. | found Jan to be very affable but | was still a bit wary of he 
even though | tried not to show it. 

| must now backtrack a moment to the time when Jan had _ invited 
my girlfriend and me out to her parent’s farm for a couple of days. At 
this juncture my _ girlfriend and | had _ purchased this large Buick station 
wagon with air-conditioning and since | could no longer drive my _ girl- 
friend would act as my chauffeur as | sat in the back seat cooling it. | 
bought her a cap for a joke and she used to wear it. 

Now when we all went to Jan’s farm(minus David, as he went 
away to his parents in Vancouver), Jan and | were sitting in the back 
seat together. It was a very hot day in July, as | recall, and we there 
talking, laughing and eating fruits in that air-conditioned car while my 
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girlfriend was driving. | could see that if Jan could have a life like that, 
she would revel in it. 

When we arrived at the farm, we met Jan’s mother. She was a 
woman in her late fifties or early sixties, but fairly well-preserved and 
would sit about with her cigarette in her cigarette holder’ and déediver 
instructions to her husband. | could see where Jan acquired her domestic 
propensities. Jan’s real father had died when she was little Her step-father 
was fond of Jan, but there was some antipathy between them. 

Ordinarily, the step-father would have been the master of the situ- 
ation but there was a fly in the ointment. It was Jan’s_ grandfather-her 
mother’s father. This old gee ruled the roost. It seems that he owned the 
farm even though his son-in-law was doing all of the schlepping. Everytime 
the poor fellow would try to take it out on Jan or asset his rights, the 
three of them would browbeat him down to a _ subservient level and as 
far as the grandfather was concerned, that was exactly where he belonged 
for he had no use for his son-in-law whatsoever. 

Old granddad worshiped Jan and the feeling was mutual. Fortunately, 
old granddad took an instant like to my girlfriend and therefore tolerated 
me with some reservation, | might add. He did give me a_ soapstone 
carving of a dinosaur he did and by later reports, if old granddad gave 
you one of his sculptures, that meant that he liked you and you were in 
his good graces. 

Frankly, | found him to be a crusty old character and | thought 
that he took a litthe too much advantage of Jan’s stepfather, although | 
could see old granddad’s point for there was something about the stepofa 
ther that | did not cotton to mvyseff. 

We managed to stay a few days without too much arguing and it 
gave my gjrlfriend and | a bit of respite from the atmosphere of the 
town we were in. The food was excellent, of coursefresh corn-on-the-cop, 
tomatoes, cucumber, everything fresh from the garden. | got on famously 
with Jan’s mother and the days passed quickly before we finally returned. 

| have told all of this because it sort of sets the stage for the 
next incident that occurred. | was still recuperating from my operation and 
happened to be alone in the apartment this day listening to sounds when 
| suddenly heard a knock at the door. | went over to answer it and to 
my astonishment, there was old granddad with Jan’s mother! What were 
they doing here, | wondered? 

Old granddad stormed in ranting and “raving. ‘You bastard," he 
fumed. "How dare you make my daughter get a divorce?" "How could you 
break up such a fine marriage?" "You should be horsewhipped." And on he 
went and the more he went on the madder he became Then he started 
to swing his fists wildly about. | was so startled by all of this, | could 
not speak at first. Also, the sight of this man in his mid-eighties swinging 
his fists about and ranting tickled my funnybone and | started to laugh. 
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Old granddad was about to blow aé gasket. Jan’s mother, who was 
trying to get a word in edgewise, finally said, "Dad, this is not the man 
that is responsible." 

"yan’s staying here isn’t she?" 

"Yes, but Mr. White’s girlfriend is here as well. Jan asked them if 
she could stay. It was the only safe place Don’t you remember? | told 
you about it." 

Old granddad immediately calmed down and aé sheepish look came 
over his face. He looked at me and apologized profusely promising to 
carve at least two more sculptures for me | assured him there was no 
harm done and asked them in. 

Jan’s mother continued, "You see, you didn’t even ask permission to 
come in. You just started to rant." 

Old granddad was quiet for a moment and then looked at me and 
asked in a most serious tone, "What the hell is going on? Why would 
she want a divorce? Who's she seeing. I'll deal with him." 

| tried to explain the whole situation and old granddad actually lis- 
tened very carefully. He then said, "You know, | just can’t accept the fact 
that Jan is getting a divorce It’s not right. There must be some other 
way." Old granddad was crestfallen. 

They stayed until Jan came home and then | went for a_ strategic 
walk so that they could talk it out. When my girlfriend arrived old grand- 
dad gave her a huge hug and begged her to talk some sense into Jan. 
Then Jan’s mother apprised her of all that happened and we all ended up 
laughing and being friendly. 

However, | thought to myself, "Who needs this?" | saw David once 
or twice more but he could not seem to accept the fact that Jan was 
serious until she actually got her papers from the court. 

After her two week stay with us, Jan moved into a small apartment 
in the center of town. She remained there for a long time and as soon 
as she obtained her divorce, she began to date She had already had a 
fling with one of her students even before she moved out of her house, 
but it was short-lived. 

The next thing my girlfriend and | knew, we wee invited to a 
dinner at another Bishop’s teacher’s home by Jan. It seems that she had 
suddenly fallen in love with this fellow. She actually had visions of marry- 
ing him, so she told my girlfriend, but he had different ideas since he 
had just been divorced and marriage was the furthest thing from his mind. 

When that plan did not come to fruition, Jan moved on to other 
affairs and eventually purchased her own house. My girlfriend and | relo- 
cated to Montreal just after this so | lost touch with Jan’s comings and 
goings. Every now and again, | would hear about some new boy friend 
that she had acquired and | never did find out whether the fellow that 
was in that house with her, had put up half the mortgage or not. 

Then one night | was sitting over at my neighbor’s house shooting 
the shit with some of his daughters and their boy friends. One of them 
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was from the CEGEP, the other was going to Bishops. Naturally we 
started to talk about people that we might mutually know and so on and 
| inquired about David. 

"Oh, haven't you heard?" asked one "He blew his brains out with a 
pistol about six months ago." 

| was completely dumbfounded. David dead?-why? how? | was numb 
with shock as both the boys told me as many details as they knew, 
which were too few for my satisfaction. | decided to get the details right 
from the source so | called Jan. 

"Is this true, what | heard?" hoping that Jan would say that some 
horrible mistake had been made. 

"Yes, David shot himself. He was extremely unhappy." 

‘ran, how could you let that happen?" | blurted out. She did not 
respond right away but then she said, 

"We used to call me sometimes at the apartment. | would go up 
and he would be crying, but when | tried to comfort him we _ would 
always end up in an argument." 

"Well, he loved you." 

"| know, but | just couldn't go back. You know that he was drink- 
ing and taking pills." 

"Yeah, | heard that. Don’t forget that he was under a lot of pres 
sure from the school. | heard they wanted to oust him because he didn't 
have a PhD, but they couldn't because he had tenure or something." 

"That’s right, but he was taking large amounts of pills and drinking 
even when we were living together." 

"You. know, maybe you should have moved out of that place the 
year that | met you." 

"Maybe. His parents came to fetch the body and they took him 
back to Vancouver. It was very sad." 


"| bet." Then | asked her about her present status and so on. She 
was still living in her house but with some new fellow now, she _ said. 
What a drag, | thought. If only... 
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The sun was just coming up as | 
trudged along in snow up to my hips. It 
was about 4 am. on a very cold winter 
day in February just outside of a small 
town in Ontario. | don’t think that | re 
membered seeing anything before quite so 
awesome as that dawn which was _ breaking 


this particular morning. | had arisen when 
it was still dark to go “duck hunting." 
| Z But | never saw hide nor hair of any 
Jat ah) ee 2 f duck either this time out or the last time 

\\ that | went with Bill Boyle 
OT. ros Bill Boyle was sixteen years old, a 
year older than | at that time He _ had 


black, somewhat curly hair, and a_ dark 
complexion that harbored a very handsome face and a mesomorphic body. 
Most of the girls in that small town found him quite the adonis and his 
sexual prowess with them was well known. Yet the most beautiful girls 
from the ages of fourteen through nineteen used to damor for his affec 
tion and there were always phone calls from this one or that one 

Bill Boyle had opted not to accompany me this time because the 
last time that we were out togethe, the two of us almost froze to 
death. We managed fortuitously to reach an old farmhouse just before we 
were ready to collapse and the farmer and his wife were kind enough to 
allow us to dry our clothes. They were completely wet by this time and 
| remember we laid them all out on the farmer's floor by the fireplace 
where they thawed out and dried while the farmer's wife filled our bellies 
with hot soup. 

| did not intend to let this happen this time around and chose my 
route accordingly. | was never an early morning riser but the feeling of 
being warmly dressed in deep snow at dawn was somehow alluring to me 
and so | thought that | would try it by myself once more 

Now when you are traipsing about like this without company, either 
in the wintertime or summertime woods, you have a chance to really 
think about things and that is another reason that | used to like to 
commune with Nature in this way. One of the thoughts foremost in my 
mind that day was what was going to happen later-about 11 am. 
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Each Saturday, almost without exception, the three of us, Bill Boyle 
Bill Goodman and | would go to Bill Boyle’s house where we would have 
a pancake feast. His parents would always go out shopping and not return 
until two or three p.m. in the afternoon. Bill Boyle’s parents had a huge 
round iron frying pan and it seemed like an endless supply of real maple 
syrup so we would all meet, cook up a plethora of flapjacks and gobble 
them down until we could eat no more We would then sit about and 
swap the latest gossip about the current events in that small town. 

Bill Goodman was also sixteen, dark-haired with a_ slight build. He 
was considered a "brain" in the local high school and when you ffirst 
spoke to him you would notice the slightest trace of a lisp. Bill Goodman 
also had certain effeminate traits such as the way that he gesticulated at 
times or his manner of walking. However, any thoughts about his having 
any homosexual tendencies were easily dispelled for he too, was somewhat 
of a lothario with the girls. Although he was not as much of a "make 
out" man as Bill Boyle, he could probably be considered more "dangerous" 
because his effeminate ways managed to stand him in good stead with 
most of the girls since he did not intimidate them. Of course, the next 
thing they knew, they were usually bedded. 

Bill Goodman also had another talent. This was his ability to draw. 
He was a wonderful artist and could sketch any subject that he perceived 
with the utmost clarity. More often than not, when we had all finished 
wolfing down our pancakes, bacon and maple syrup those Saturdays, Bill 
Goodman would then sit down with a pad and pencil and start sketching. 
| only wish that | had been able to keep some of these pictures. Some 
times he would draw cartoons of the school teachers and students. Other 
times he would draw his nude impression of some girl that we had all 
seen at school. A couple of times, Bill Boyle and | would call out some 
subject that we would like to see drawn and Bill Goodman would amuse 
us with his artistic impression of what we were trying to envision. 

The town had an_ interesting assortment of characters and plenty of 
teenagers. When | had ffirst arrived from the United States to live with 
my aunt(my mother’s sister), uncle and two little girls, aged 9 months and 


6 years, | stuck pretty close to home since the culture shock of having 
come from a large American city to this small town had sent my head 
reeling. | quickly found solace in my aunt and uncle's inveterate card 


playing, however, and they along with some of their friends and | played 
various forms of poker almost every night for the first two or three 
weeks that | was there 

Then they started to have visitors that would peek in the windows 
and ring the bel. The visitors turned out to be the other teenagers in 
town that wanted to see what this new character from the States looked 
like. At first | did not bother to answer the doorbell, but since this did 
not make them go away, | finally decided to go out to see what they 
wanted. In short, they just desired to meet me and afte’ an hour or so 
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of palaver, they left, satisfied | guess, that | wasnt some sort of monster 
that came to upset their life. 

| later found out that the town’s teenagers were divided up essen- 
tially into three gangs called the North Ward, the East Ward and the 
South Ward. A chap by the name of "Muccer" O'Connell was the head of 
the South Ward gang which was now fairly well defunct due to the fact 
that a lot of the members had been arrested or had moved out of town. 
Most of its members, incidentally, consisted of Irish Catholics and there 
was a very large Catholic church in that town with a big following. Later 
| met Muccer O'Connell and we _ became very friendly and hung out to- 
gether for a long while while | stayed in that town. It was fortunate for 
me that we were friends since there were some members of his gang that 
took a dislike to me 

The East Ward also consisted largely of Irish Catholics and one of 
its leaders happened to be a_ classmate that had befriended me the first 
day that | attended the local high school. He also saved me from a 
"physical initiation" fortunately. His name was Paul and | will write more 
about him later in this story. | spent many an hour at his home, which 
was headed by his rather stern, Irish-Catholic father, but whose warm 
hearted friendship enabled me to be treated almost like one of the family. 
The Irish usually are very fond of music so that when | was at Paul's 
home, | was usually pounding out boogie woogie on their piano which 
always seemed to delight them. 

The North Ward were all WASPS and consisted of two factions and 
were actually in the closest proximity to where my aunt and uncle lived. 
| was invited to many of their parties but could not make up my mind 
as to which of the two gangs(if any) | wanted to belong. Again, | was 
very fortunate in befriending the head of one of the gangs and | spent 
many a Saturday afternoon with Duke(the leader) sitting with him on the 
huge lawn mower that he used to cut the local golf course grass. This 
was his part time job and he would ask me to keep him company while 
he worked. We would discuss politics, local gossip, philosophy and girlsthe 
usual drivel that teenage boys talk. 

Thus, inadvertently | became sort of a minister without portfolio and 
a liason between all the gang leaders. At first some pressure was_ placed 
on me to join this or that gang, but afte’ awhile | managed to move 
freely amongst all of the gangs and although some of the members did 
not like this, they all seemed to accept it. 

My uncle and aunt had aé different interpretation of course. They 
used to tell me that none of the gangs wanted me as a member and 
my uncle used to take great delight in saying, "You see Keith, all the 
gangs have ostracized you," and then go into a great tirade about my 
worth aS a human being and so on. The only thing that amazed me 
when he said the above was that he knew what the word "ostracize" 
meant, but he probably learned that from my aunt, who took great pride 
in her vocabulary and was always trying to impress somebody with it. 
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My aunt and uncle were something else again. My aunt had been 
extremely jealous of my mother(her sister), | found out later. | guess she 
was trying to take out her unvented frustrations on me although she was 
always claiming how much she loved her sister. My mother happened to 
be quite beautiful with a nice figure’ My aunt was not beautiful and was 
quite skinny. My aunt was also very sarcastic, not only to me, but to 
her husband most of the time 

Sometimes | would hear them making love since their bedroom was 
right next to mine and my aunt was even sarcastic then! My uncle was 
very ambitious, of Scotch descent(from Saskatchewan) and had been in the 
bank some fifteen years. It seems my aunt had a certain propensity for 
bankers since her first husband also had been a banker. My uncle was 
her second husband. My uncle had worked himself up to the position of 
accountant(a prodigious accomplishment to hear him tell it) and was never 
wrong about anything. 

The two of them | later found out, were being paid $250 per 
month to keeo me but aside from some cheap bedroom furniture they had 
purchased for me and an allowance of $2 per week, which | usually 
never received because of some rule infringement, | never saw a penny of 
that money. Perhaps they even considered that they were underpaid for 
having to take care of me, who knows? 

My uncle was always complaining about how little work | did 
around the house. This translated into the fact that he wanted me to 
take over his daily chores such as stoking the furnace in the morning and 
shoveling the coal. | somehow managed to get out of that one MHoweve, 
| think that two weeks after | had been in the house, neither my aunt 
nor my uncle ever washed or dried another dish. 

The two. activities that they loved most were to drink and play 
cards. Indeed, both of them later died from complications of alcoholism. My 
aunt lasted a lot longer than my uncle, probably because she had better 
genes. This did not prevent her from leaving my uncle after the children 
grew up and she spent her latter days cooling it in one of _ those 
"homes." 

Suffice to say that they both had deep emotional troubles. Some of 
these troubles they took out on me and their children. One of my aunt's 
favorite methods of punishing me was to go into my room when | was 
away and proceed to smash up my jazz records. This was easy to do at 
this time since they were 78's and quite fragile. Imagine my _ consternation 
when | would come home and find that some more records had been 
demolished. At other moments when my aunt was in a somewhat better 
mood, she would tear up photographs that | had taken. Fortunately, | had 
managed to retain the negatives and put them in a place where they 
could not be found easily. 

There was one good thing about living with my aunt and unde 
though, and that was that they were hardly ever at home. Since they 
were so fond of booze and playing cards and since they now had a 
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built-in baby  sitter-namely, me, they would go out almost every. night 
about 7 p.m. and return about 11 p.m Both of ther daughters could 
sleep through the atomic bomb once they were abed so | made sure that 
the little darlings were in bed, lights out and no nonsense by 7:30 p.m. 
at the very latest. The little dears would hardly ever obey me but ther 
parents were extremely strict about their bedtime, thank God. 

It was not long before one of my friends suggested that | start 
throwing some of my own parties. | had just begun to smoke cigarettes 
and therefore thought that | was extremely mature After my first party 
where | also had my first drink and was instructed to accompany one of 
friends as he shagged his date on the sofa with my boogie woogie, | 
considered myself the maturest fellow ever. 

In a small town the word gets around fast and soon all sorts of 
couples were dropping in, having a quick drink and then disappearing to 
the bedrooms. | remember once going to my closet downstairs to get my 
coat since | had to procure some more ginger ale or something and there 
standing up in flagrant delectio was one of my friends communicating with 
his girl. After | laughed | pardoned myself and went on my way. 

Sometimes things would get out of hand and beer bottles, cigarette 
butts and so on would be scattered about so that when my aunt and 
uncle returned | would get shit for messing up the place. After this, there 
was an_ understanding. This was that at 10:30 p.m everybody had to 
desist whatever they were doing and proceed to clean up the _ ashtrays, 
vacuum, dust and do whatever else was necessary to make the place spot- 
less. Failure to conform with this rule would automatically ban them from 
my place forever. 

| had no trouble enforcing this rule In fact, the girls were ex- 
tremely helpful and everybody pitched in generously. The one thing that 
we lacked for our parties almost always was booze. We made buckets of 
shandygaff, which was the cheapest form of booze that we could get but 
it was difficult to get hard liquor since you had to be of age and it 
was still rationed. 

Now my uncle always had a good supply of liquor so we would 
steal some of that from time to time, but after awhile my uncle discov- 
ered this and went into a dither. We waited a couple of nights and then 
we used some of his liquor, replacing what we used with water. My 
uncle suspected this so he would mark the label with his thumbnail. One 
of my more observant cronies noticed this and we managed to get away 
with this until some fool used up so much liquor that when my uncle 
poured himself a glass, it was practically all water. | still laugh when | 
remember the apoplectic expression on his face coupled with a complete 
look of disbelief and consternation. My uncle then went into a snit which 
was followed by all sorts of dire threats of punishment and so on. 

My uncle would then hide some of his bottles, but one of my 
friends found out his hiding place and we played the same tricks being 
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careful not to dilute the liquor too much or to tip our hand and leave 
traces that we now knew where he hid his supply. 

One amusing thing happened one day when my aunt came in to 
change my sheets. | usually made my own bed, but for some reason, she 
still did the laundry and would make sure that | had clean bed linen 
weekly. This particular day she was just about to remove the _ bedspread 
when she spotted a white stain on it. My aunt reached down and started 
to pick at it. Flakes of the substance then started to pee off. My aunt 
looked up and asked, "What is this?" 

| had to think quickly, so | answered, "Oh, | brought up some milk 
to drink and | must've spilled some." 

My aunt eyed ive very suspiciously for a long time My confident 
air and snappy retort had somehow taken her aback. She then asked, "Are 
you sure you're not having any bedroom parties?" 

| laughed heartily and answered with assurance, "Of course not," but 
the next day at school | accosted Paul apprising him of what happened 
and chastising him for dribbling on my _ bedspread. Paul was quite amused 
and assured me that if it ever happened again, he would clean it up. He 
would also advise the others to do the same | considered this especially 
important since some of the couples were communicating in my aunt and 
uncle’s bedroom! 

School was extremely boring and since it was still wartime, we _ had 
this old codger in his eighties, an ex-army man, who acted as _ principal. 
He was hard of hearing, antediluvian in his ideas and senility was setting 


in fast. | recollect one day | was in the hall talking to one of my 
friends trying to set up that night’s party and liquid refreshments. Not 
noticing that the old principal was within earshot, | said to my friend, 


"My aunt’s going out tonight. Bring a case of bee." 

The principal walked over and asked, "Eh, what’s that, Keith? What 
did you just say?" 

Thinking very quickly, | replied, "My aunt’s going out tonight, she's 
such a dear." My friend had to stifle his laughter but the principal was 
convinced that this is what he must have heard. 

He said, "Oh, that’s nice, Keith, | thought | heard something ese." 

"No, sir." And on his way he went. 

There was the odd Saturday when there were no pancakes and there 
was no Duke with whom | could talk so | would go up to the school 
to practice my piano playing(which consisted mostly of boogie woogie) since 
my aunt and uncle hated any form of jazz piano even though they would 
tell all their friends that they enjoyed it immensely. Actually, | never 
heard either one of them listen to any music except the crap that was 
played incessantly over the radio which my aunt had turned on all day. 
Her day would not be complete unless she started it by listening to the 
"Breakfast Club," one of those moronic radio talk shows that they had in 
those days. One of her daughters loved my jazz records, however, and 
used to sneak into my room when her mother wasn't looking and dance 
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around to all my records. Of course, if her mother caught her doing this, 
she was punished severely. 

At one point, my six year old cousin wanted to get a puppy. This 
desire was engendered partly by the fact that some baby chicks given to 
her for an easter present and which she intended to keep, were gobbled 
up by Timmy, the house cat within three days. Despite the precautions 
taken by my aunt and uncle to protect the baby chicks, they disappeared 
nonetheless. My six year old cousin was crushed and after the regrettable 
incident, she started to wish for a dog. 

My uncle had a weak moment and brought home a tiny black 
cocker spaniel puppy. At first my little cousin was thrilled with the puppy 
and promised her parents faithfully to look after the dog’s needs. She did 
for about a week or so but being so young, she had no idea how to 
housetrain the dog or treat it properly. The responsibility then fell to my 
aunt to look after the animal since my uncle was away all day working 
at the bank. My aunt had no interest in puppies so the first thing that 
she did was to keep the dog in the basement, not allowing him to roam 
about the house because he would get excited and proceed to shit on the 
floor or any other place that might be handy. The puppy was_ supposed 
to be taken out for some exercise daily by my little cousin, but she 
would never do it. 

Suddenly | found the responsibility for taking the dog out to be 
foisted off on me even though | had vetoed the idea of having the dog 
when we all discussed it. Actually, | could not because | had to stay at 
school until the late afternoon at that particular time So, the poor puppy 
was ignored and kept in the dark cdlar. 

Now it so happened that there was a little wooden toolshed in the 
cellar that my aunt and uncle let me use for a chemistry lab since | 
was very keen about that subject. | had managed to finesse some equip 
ment and chemicals from the school lab due to my influence with Freddie, 
the janitor. Freddie was a Holy Roller and a world war II veteran that 
was always bible thumping and trying to convert the young heathens at 
the school. | happened to be one of the few students that would argue 
religion with him and he took a shine to me allowing me to come up 
some saturday mornings to practice boogie woogie on the school gymnasium 
piano. Even though we would have these violent arguments about religion, 
we would always end up friends. Knowing that | was interested in chemis- 
try, Freddie let me take all of the lab throwaways and soon | had a 
burgeoning laboratory in my cdllar. 

| had not gone down to the cellar for quite some time and when 
| finally did, | was horrified by what | saw. The poor dog was now 
practically hairless because of mange There was dog shit all over the 
floor of the cellar and the whole basement stunk something terrible. | had 
not seen the puppy all that much lately but | never realized what was 
going on. | told my uncle about it and of course, he suggested that if it 
bothered me so much, | should clean it up. | did so for my heart went 
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out to the poor puppy. | tried to take him outdoors some more in the 
hopes that the fresh air and sunshine would help the mange, but it did 
not. My aunt and uncle ffinally got rid of him My little cousin didn't 
seem to care all that much. | began to take a new look at these people 
with whom | was living. The fact that they all ended up the way they 
did not surprise me and perhaps befitted their moral lifestylewho knows? 

My chemistry experiments extended into the realm of explosives. Some 
of my friends and | even tried to make some nitroglycerine, but fortu- 
nately for us, our efforts failed. One day when | came home, | found my 
aunt, uncle and six year old cousin gone for the day. There was a baby 
sitter there taking care of my other little baby cousin. | had _ nothing 
better to do so | descended to my laboratory to try an experiment that | 
had devised in my head. This experiment was to see what happened when 
| mixed some red phosphorous with potassium chlorate. 

| surmised that the mixing of the two substances would require a 
certain delicacy so | first gently ground up the potassium chlorate in a 
huge glass mortar and pestle which | had. Then | gingerly added the red 
phosphorous using an aluminum knife that | had to mix it with the 
utmost gentleness. Unfortunately for me, it was not gentle enough for the 
next thing | knew | was blown through the door of the tiny shack, my 
ears ringing and my hands numb. Phosphorous pentoxide was billowing out 
of the tiny enclosure. | inspected my body to see if there were any parts 
missing. All was intact except that | had trouble hearing anything or fea- 
ing anything in my hands. | ran upstairs and confronted a stunned baby 
sitter who had heard the explosion. | quickly apprised her of what had 
happened and ran to the nearest mirror. My face and all exposed parts of 
my skin were littered with tiny red spots where the phosphorous had 
burned holes. | was not feeling well. 

| then called up a doctor to make sure that | was relatively intact. 
Since it was on the weekend, the doctor was quite perturbed but did see 
me and assured me that | was going to live Then he started to laugh 
and would not stop until | left. Meanwhile billows of smoke were pouring 
out of all the windows of the house If anybody is familiar with phospho- 
rous they know how much smoke is produced from a little piece of the 
substance. The baby sitter was frantic. Somebody phoned the fire depart- 
ment. The whole neighborhood became upset. | tried to explain to the fire 
department that there was no danger, but they went in to check for 
themselves. | suddenly became very unpopular and then all | could think 
about was what was going to happen upon my aunt and uncle's return. 

Everything was cleaned up and cleared up before they finally came 
home. | pleaded with the baby sitter to say nothing. She did not until 
my uncle started to pump her for information. Some neighbor had _ rat- 
finked on me before he returned home. The final result:more records bro- 
ken, no more allowance for several weeks and more chores around the 
house. 
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All in all, except for the parties and the girls, it was a miserable 
life style) There seemed to be no way out and | remember looking for- 
ward to the coming summer months when | would be able to relax and 
have some fun. Not so, for when the summer vacation began, my aunt 
and uncle demanded that | obtain a job. | managed to get a ver nice 
offer at a bread company where all | had to do was to watch some 
machine wrap bread all day and | would collect $18 at the end of the 
week. 

| made the mistake of telling my uncle about this job, being quite 
proud of the fact that | had obtained it without any hep from either 
him or my aunt, for they were always insisting that | would never be 
able to get any sort of job without their assistance. You guessed it-all of 
sudden | found that | did not have the bread wrapping job anymore but 
instead was to start work at the local lumber mill. This job started at 7 
am., finished at 5 p.m and paid $2 per day, if my memory serves me 
correctly. Recall the time was 1944. One of the chores was to make 
boxes for butter every two or three days. My job was to pound nails 
from precut blocks to attach them to the bottom of these huge boxes. | 
also did other chores such as work on the planer, the tongue and groove 
machine, which had a penchant for ripping out your nails if you werent 
careful. They told me one day to work at the bandsaw, but there was 
no way that | was going to do that and | told them so. Every guy | 
saw that worked with saws was missing at least one finger. They said 
that they would fire me | said, "Go ahead." They did not. But | never 
had to work with saws or would | eve. 

That job lasted about six weeks and finally | just rebelled. | would 
not get up one morning at 6 am. to go to work. Thus, real trouble 
started at my aunt and uncle’s. Something had to be done All of these 
events were racing through my mind as | trudged about in that snow. 

Just prior to that time, my aunt and uncle had trouble with their 
six- year old daughter. Some fellow that lived down the street and who 
had been brought up in a very strict religious environment had taken a 
fancy to my six year old cousin. The fellow was about sixteen and would 
come over to take the daughter for long bicycle rides in the country. My 
aunt and uncle considered this a splendid idea since they did not have to 
worry about their daughter for a few hours. | found it a bit troublesome 
and | said so. But what did | know? | was only a teenage’ and of 
course, heavily into reading Freud so | was laughed and jeered at until 
some weeks later when they found out that their dear little daughter had 
been molested. And what was the punishment that the felow’s parents 
meted out-why more restriction to his room, of course 

If this wasn’t enough, the six-year old used to sleep in the same 
room as my aunt and uncle when | first arrived there They had an 
extra room but it was full of junk and they did not bother to clean it. 
Instead they just put me in the daughter's old room and put the daughter 
in with them. 
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One day | came across a discussion of this in one of the Freud 
books that | was then reading. In there Freud thought that this was a 
very bad idea since the child would interpret the sex act of the parents(if 
they observed the same) as an act of violence Further, stated Freud, this 
could result in very aggressive behavior. | immediately ran to my aunt 
with this new knowledge, but was assured once again with derision and 
laughter that no such thing could ever occur in their house 

At least not until the spring before the summer when | started at 
that lumber place. It seems that their darling daughter decided to beat up 
one of the neighbor’s daughters so badly by pummeling her with fists and 
kicking her up and down stairs, that the neighbor’s daughter had to go 
to the hospital minus a lot of teeth and with multiple contusions and 
abrasions. Naturally, the fact that | was right made me all the more 
unpopular with both my aunt and my unde 

Suddenly an idea hit me. Why should | stay with my aunt and 
uncle at all? | didn’t even like them and | am sure they did not like 
me. | started to discuss this with my two ffriends, Bill Boyle and Bill 
Goodman. Bill Boyle was having trouble at home also it seemed. Bill 
Boyle suggested that maybe we should go away together. The idea took 
fruition and we would continually talk about it. 

Then we got a break. Another fellow, a mutual friend of both Bills, 
had his own car. His name was Ray Stubbings and although his car was 
not the newest, being a 1932 chevrolet, he had confidence in the fact 
that he could travel practically anywhere with it since he was also an 
auto mechanic. The only question was, did he also want to leave home? 
Yes, we found out, he did. 

That was it, then. We started to make plans to leave. We needed 
money. | could get that by selling my bicyde my record player and some 
other chattels. We planned to go to California since we were to leave in 
winter. The plan was to have everybody think that we were going to 
New York or Cleveland. This would buy us enough time to get across the 
border and be well on our way before they could catch us. 

To accomplish this | devised a plan. There was a certain felow 
named Bruce, who was a real gossip. His act was to befriend you, get 
you to tell him some juicy tidbit which he would swear on his mother’s 
grave that he would never divulge to a soul and then he would run 
about telling anybody who would listen. The plan was to tel him _ that 
we were going to New York or Cleveland and swear him to secrecy. We 
would reinforce this idea by having other trusted friends reiterate the same 
story to Bruce just before we left. Bruce was also slated to come to see 
me at my home the day after | was to disappear. It was our hope that 
he would spill the beans to my aunt and uncle because of the shock of 
finding me gone before | was supposed to have gone This, we _ surmised, 
would make Bruce very irate and he would probably try to get even by 
revealing our alleged travel route As it turned out later, the plan worked 
perfectly. 
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Paul helped to sell some of my possessions. His contacts were exten- 
sive and well out of my uncle or aunt’s sphere of activity so there was 
no way of realizing that my stuff was sold until it was too late This 
money was to provide me with food and lodging until | reached Califor- 
nia. Bill Goodman took care of other details such as priming Bruce up 
and working out auto routes for the trip. 

Bill Boyle had a bit of trouble working out a plan so that he 
would not be missed for a couple of days, but we finally decided to go 
on another "duck- hunting" expedition. Although my aunt and uncle sneered 
at each of these trips, they enjoyed the fact that | always came in_ half 
frozen and exhausted from the experience so they never forbade any of 
the trips. Indeed, they probably secretly hoped that | might forever be 
preserved somewhere in a huge block of ice 


Ray's timetable was much more flexible in that he could disappear 
almost any time. We were to just let him know when Bill Boyle and | 
had mutually agreed upon a departure time He would then pick us up at 
a preappointed place and time and we would all be on our way to 
California. Our chief worry was to get across the border. How would the 
immigration people view three teenagers driving their own car? 
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THE JOURNEY—PART ONE 


As the time drew nearer for our impending trip, our excitement in- 
creased and frankly | could not help thinking why | had not thought of 
this idea long before this. Living with my aunt and uncle had deteriorated 
rapidly in the last few months due to some problems that | had at the 
local school. First, one of the female teachers named Nellie King, who 
taught german, did not take kindly to my slow learning and kept me 
after school several times. If this was not enough, one afternoon she de 
cided to take a swing at me Fortunately | ducked and it was a good 
thing since she was a tall woman with lots of muscle Unfortunately for 
me | erred by laughing when she missed so then she proceeded to try to 
push me down the stairs. | had to resist her efforts else | would have 
hurt myself badly-an event that would have made her infinitely joyous. 

When this did not work she tried pummeling me with her fists and 
although | was quite strong for my age, | found it quite difficult to 
restrain her for she was now furious. Of course | would never stoop to 
striking her but | had to defend myself as best | could otherwise | 
would have received multiple contusions and abrasions. Naturally my aunt 
and uncle would have appreciated this immensely had it transpired. 

The commotion caused by all of this physical activity and shouting 
by Nelie had attracted other students who were making snide remarks 
about either me or Nellie. Others were just standing about watching. Even- 
tually another teacher appeared on the scene and as soon as Nellie spot- 
ted her she desisted immediately. The other teacher was one of those 
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mamby-pamby types who was always minding someone eise’s business. Most 
of the other teachers had no use for her since she thought that it was 
her duty to report everything to the principal. 

Then there was the fact that | had taken only five courses instead 
of the usual twelve because | only needed those to enter into an Armeri- 
can college This left me with a lot of free periods so | used to spend 
time at the local pool room to supplement the meager portion of my 
allowance that was left over from my aunt and uncle's continuous punish- 
ments for peccadilloes that they had envisioned me _ perpetrating. 

| was doing fine at the pool room for almost six months but some 
how the principal got wind of my being there during free periods. | was 
called in and instantly given numerous other courses to fill up my _ free 


time. Thus | learned to touch type, reckon with all sorts of arithmetic 
tricks and | was even placed in a home economics class if memory serves 
me correctly. | was unsummarily yanked out of the latter when it was 


found that | was having a lot of fun with the girls, being the only boy 
in the class. 

All of our plans came to fruition and the day that we were to 
leave was at hand. We were to leave at 5:30 am. on February 9, 1946, 
which was a Saturday. We planned to cross the border at Windsor later 
that day knowing that the immigration people would be quite busy with 
the usual weekend traffic. My aunt and uncle thought that | was going 
on another duck-hunting expedition and were completely unaware of our 
plan. Indeed, they probably were happy that | was going to be off the 
scene for the day. They knew that | would probably be going over to 
Bill Boyle’s for pancakes as usual after we got through hunting. 

It was extremely cold that morning and Bill Boyle and | _ nearly 
froze just waiting for Ray to show up in his chevrolet. He ultimately did 
and the three of us climbed into the front seat and were on our way to 
Windsor. We were all very excited about finally leaving that small town. 
We had what we thought was enough money to reach California without 
difficulty and had visions of obtaining employment soon after we _ reached 
there. 

The itinerary was to cross the border at Detroit and head for Indi- 
anapolis via route 40. Hopefully, we would reach Indianapolis the first 
night and then head west on route 66 the next day and continue driving 
until we attained our goal. When we reached the border the officials at 
first eyed us with some suspicion but upon hearing our glib responses to 
their probing questions, they granted us a three month visa to stay in the 
States. This was much more than we had anticipated and we were all 
elated at our good fortune. 

That night to celebrate our serendipity at the border we all agreed 
to splurge by staying at the Indianapolis hotel and indulge in a huge 
meal in the dining room. This proved to be a tactical error for we found 
that our bill there was much larger than we had anticipated and drilled a 
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hole in the pocket of our combined monies. We vowed to be more care 
ful from then on. 

Ray’s chevy was uncomfortable to say the least and coupled with 
that was the fact that the heater did not work too well. Later the 
exhaust pipe got fouled up so that Ray had to open the window to keep 
us from being asphyxiated. We all nearly froze but as we _ progressed fur- 
ther southwest the discomfiture was mitigated somewhat. The next day we 
were going through Missouri and we got snarled up in some traffic. We 
were dawdling along when all of a sudden, two police cars suddenly 
swooped down on a car that was the second car ahead of us. In another 
instant guns were suddenly whipped out and pointed at the car’s occu- 
pants. The occupants got out of the car very carefully and as we motored 
by we could not help but laugh in amazement at what had _ transpired. 

We were all discussing what all the commotion could have been 
about and concocting various theories when the same thing happened to 
us! Almost instantaneously there were scads of police surrounding our car 
just like the one we had seen. Ray turned ashen. Bill Boyle soiled his 
pants. | froze and sputtered out, "Take it easy. We're from Canada." 

"Just get out of the car please" | complied and asked if | could 
show him our visa. The policeman said that was O.K. and Ray _ produced 
the visa which the officer perused with the utmost scrutiny. Then he 
asked us the usual drive Where were we headed? How long had we 
been in the U.S. and so on. Upon receiving what he considered satisfac- 
tory answers, he suddenly handed our visa back, smiled broadly and 
wished us good fortune and a safe journey. 

Just as he was about to depart, | asked him, "Sir, could you tell 
us why you stopped us like that?’ 

"Sure. We're looking for three men that killed two police officers 
about an hour ago." | thanked him and decided to keeo my mouth shut 
and get in the car to continue on our way to St.Louis where we _ hoped 
to spend the night. Ray’s car had a top speed of about 50 miles per 
hour if he was going with the wind. Most of the time we would average 
about 35 or 40 mp.h. Then we had to stop for eating and resting. 
Neither Bill Boyle nor | knew how to drive although Bill Boyle had 
bragged that he had obtained an Ontario drivers license. But then as time 
wore on, | found that Bill Boyle tended to exaggerate about a lot of 
things, especially those that were connected with doing any real work or 
contributing positively towards our goal. Bill Boyle’s main talent and_ preoc 
Cupation, it seemed, was wooing women and that | knew was true since 
| had numerous occasions to verify his stories with the females that he 
had somehow managed to seduce 

When we reached St. Louis we were again stopped by police, but 
this time they were not as friendly and insisted that we accompany them 
to the main police station. We did so and were told to wait in _ this 
empty room. After about fifteen or twenty minutes the police chief came 
in to talk to us. We laid the same bullshit on him that we had told all 
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the other authorities but he did not buy any of it. After | finished with 
my elaborate exposition he looked at me and said, "Why didnt you tell 
me that you are running away from home?" 

| was speechless for a moment and then Bill Boyle started to speak. 
He apprised him of our terrible plight at home and so on. The chief 
listened with interest but informed us that we would have to stay there 
for awhile until he checked up on a few things. To while away the time 
| decided to start writing about all these events that were happening to 
us. | asked for a pencil and some paper and was given the same We 
spent the night in the courthouse. The chief told us that we either could 
stay there or in a cal. The cell door would not be locked, he assured 
us, but we decided to opt for the courthouse. However, we were not to 
leave until he gave us permission. 

In the morning the chief asked if he could read what | had written 
so | said, "Sure, it would be a pleasure." The chief read my effort with 
great interest, smiling a lot and then he looked up and said, "Well, you 
boys had better be on your way. Good luck to you. Stop by and see 
me on the way back, if you don’t make it." He handed back my written 
effort and told me to keep writing. 

The police suddenly all became very friendly and wished us_ bon 
voyage. We headed west but now our money was beginning to run out. 
Our stay in Indianapolis had depleted our funds greatly but Ray’s car had 
broken down as wel and we had to fork out a big chunk of our 
money for repairs. Bill Boyle was also spending too much of his share of 
the money and | realized that he probably would not even be able to 
eat, let alone buy cigarettes. We all smoked at the time 

| therefore suggested that we try to find a place where we could 
buy cartons of cigarettes very cheaply and thus stock up for the sub- 
sequent journey ahead. Ray concurred with the idea but Bill Boyle did not 
want to do this although he was the heaviest smoker. We finally made 
him agree and we found a place where we could buy them wholesale. 
This rendered our savings to virtually nil and we realized that we could 
now not even afford lodgings-only food. 

We reached Oklahoma city in two days and | tried begging a room 
by appealing as a Canadian citizen in trouble We were unsuccessful this 
night although the night before we managed to stay at some tiny mote 
for free. Just for the record | recollect going to several large motels that 
were obviously empty. These were the ones that would never give you 
anything. We went to a dinky one It was quite late at night and | 
knocked on the owner's door. After explaining our plight to the woman 
that answered, she fetched her husband, who had only one arm, which he 
had obviously lost in the war. He explained to me that he had no rooms 
available since he was full up but that he would gladly put us up in his 
own bungalow! He started to instruct his wife and two children to bring 
out some cots for us. Upon seeing this | could not impose on this kind 
hearted man. | thanked him profusely and told him that we would try 
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elsewhere. He gave us a few names of places down the road but we 
only found a place much later from another kind-hearted soul, also in a 


small motel. | was beginning to learn some lessons that | would have 
never learned in school. 
All | remember about Oklahoma City was that it was very windy. 


We arrived there about 9 p.m and since we had run out of money for 
lodging we decided to sleep in the car. We knew that there was no 
possibility of bumming a place to sleep in the city. Besides we might be 
reported to the police again and we all shared the same aversion to jail 
cells. We managed to locate an empty parking lot on the outskirts of the 
city and after a brief discussion we all agreed that this seemed to be the 
most propitious place to catch forty winks. 

Now there is nothing quite as cold as the inside of an automobile 
when the outside elements are cold and the heater is turned off. The 
wind was whistling and howling about us and slicing through that old 
chevrolet like a bad smell. We bundled up against one another as_ best 
we could, but we were unable to get too much sleep. What a night that 


was. | was happy to see the dawn breaking because that meant that 
there was bound to be some warmth again. We were all very tired now 
and irritable but we were determined to press on. | could see that Ray 


was becoming very disenchanted although he tried vainly not to show it. 

Bill Boyle was expostulating as usual and he now was affecting a 
southern accent! | think that he was trying to impress the Americans for 
he certainly did not impress us. On top of that he was beginning to act 
more and more ridiculous. One minute he would be raving about the girls 
in California, the next minute he would talk about heading back to Can- 
ada. | began to feel like a characte’ in ‘Treasure of the Sierra Madre" 

We managed to bum another motel room that night so we were 
able to get some sleep, but the fedlow threw us out early nonetheless. 
Then Bill Boyle hit upon a splendid idea. Why not try to get some hep 
from the Traveler's Aid. After all, that’s what they were for, weren't they- 
to help poor travelers like us? Not so, folks, they would only help us if 
we had some money back home. | explained to the lady(who, incidentally, 
was very sympathetic with our plight) that if we had money at home, we 
would have most likely brought it with us. 

After we tried several Traveler Aid stations, we then went to the 
Red Cross. They wouldn't bother with us at all and were quite rude To 
this day, | have never given anything to ether of these organizations or 
will | ever. The only organization that did help us was the Salvation 
Army. We were tipped off by some friendly black citizens from whom we 
had asked directions and some advice 

The first Salvation Army post at which we stopped did not give us 
any money but they gave us a rib-sticking bowl of chile con carne God, 
did that ever taste good after only one egg the day before and a lot of 
cigarette smoking. We had managed to trade some packs of cigarettes for 
a breakfast of eggs, milk and coffee at some friendly neighborhood diner. 
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The Salvation Army post was very weird. There were about five 
other people all sitting around this long wooden table. Nobody said any- 
thing to us when we sat down-no questions, nothing. This very odd and 
stern looking officer strode in with our bowls of chile Next he placed a 
large plate of bread on the table and there were a lot of hands reaching 
for that. Not knowing what to do, we too kept mum and there we all 
were, slurping and gobbling up our fare eyeing one another suspiciously. 

The odd officer offered to put us up for the night, but we gra 
ciously declined for frankly, | was a bit scared. | got bad vibes all the 
time | was in there To me the officer looked like a fag and | was too 
tired to try to deal with that on top of everything ese Of course Bill 
Boyle protested vigorously, but since Ray concurred with my assessment of 
the place, Bill Boyle was outvoted and we pressed on. 

That night we decided to pool what money we had left to pay for 
a motel room and get a decent night’s rest. Bill Boyle started talking 
about detouring to Arizona to see his uncle | talked him out of this | 
thought. Ray had become very glum. Then we reached Amarillo, Texas 
about 1 p.m. Ray had to gas up so | went into a small cafe to see if 
| could trade in a pack of cigarettes for some milk to put on my last 
pack of cereal. Kelloggs had just come out with small individual packs of 
cereal that you could actually eat from the box because of some wax 
paper inside. Bill Boyle was left to his own devices so he decided to 
stride around the town to stretch his legs a bit. 

As | walked into the cafe | noticed a gang of youths at one of 
the tables. They looked rather tough and unfriendly. | walked past and | 
could feel their eyes on me. They had stopped their conversation to assess 
this new character that had just come into their town. The fellow at the 
counter gave me some milk and | could not hep but overhear some 
rather unpleasant remarks about my personage, but | was too hungry to 
take much notice. 

Then | had an idea. These fellows might have some extra money. 
Maybe | could sell then my watch. After | finished my cereal | went 
over to their table and introduced myself. The fellow that was obviously 
their leader was taken aback by my accosting him in this way so he 
asked me where | was from. | told him, "Canada," but he was not too 
impressed. 

| then explained our plight and wondered if he would like to pur- 
chase a good watch. This really consternated him but he asked me to sit 
down and we started to talk about where | had come from, the trip and 
so on. Then he started to warm up to me and before long he _ introduced 
me to his friends. They all looked like fugitives from a juvenile delinquent 
home, but since they were all smiling when | talked, | felt a bit more 
secure. 

Then the leader fellow suddenly produced two dollars and gave it to 
me for my watch. | thanked him profusely. He wanted to meet Ray and 
Bill Boyle | was a bit wary at ffirst, but now they all seemed to be 
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extremely friendly, especially mentioning several times that | was Canadian. 
In those days Americans seemed to really be fond of Canadians. More 
than once when we were on the road, people’s hostile attitudes would 
suddenly change towards us when they found out that we were all Cana 
dians. 

Actually | was beginning to like this leader fdlow. His name was 
Tom and my assessment of him was correct. He was now telling me that 
he had done time and so on, but | could see that we were becoming 
friends. Just at that moment | spotted Ray and called to him All of us 
went over and | introduced Ray to the gang. They were all delighted to 
meet him and started to examine his car with the utmost interest asking 
him all sorts of questions. Tom wondered where Bill Boyle was and | told 
him that he would be along any moment. Tom knew that we were about 
to leave right after he had met Bill Boyle 

Bill Boyle suddenly appeared from some side street and started walk- 
ing towards the car. | hailed him and turned to Tom to apprise him of 
the fact that Bill was coming. Tom had suddenly become very sullen. Not 
only that, but the rest of the gang started to frown. What could be 
wrong, thought I? When Bill Boyle saw all of us, he suddenly paled and 
started to head off in another direction but some of the gang members 
made him come over to where the rest of us were standing. 

"Is this your friend Keith?" inquired Tom. 

'Yes, Tom, l’d like you to meet Bill Boy..." 

"We've already met," said Tom angrily. 

"What’s the matter Tom?" 

"de told us to fuck off after making fun of our accent," was the 
reply. One of the gang members had taken what looked like a_ blackjack 
out of his pocket and was smacking it against his hand. My heart sunk. 
| could feel the pain already. 

"Tom, I’m sure you must be mistaken." 

"I’m not mistaken. It’s the same guy allright." Bill Boyle was_ starting 
to sweat profusely. He immediately started to make up some covering story 
but neither Tom nor the gang were buying it. Not only that, but he 
didn’t have enough savvy to talk like a Canadian sans the phony Western 
accent. 

"Tom, | want to apologize for my friend here We certainly did not 
mean to insult anybody. That’s just Bill’s way of trying to be friendly. A 
thing like that in Canada would either go unnoticed or considered to be 
friendly.". Now the other members of the gang were smacking their fists 
against their hands and making some very pointed remarks about changing 
various parts of our anatomies. 

Tom eyed me suspiciously and then said to Bill Boyle "It’s a good 
thing | like your friend here He seems like a good guy and for that 
reason we're going to let you go, but if | ever see you in this town 
again..." 
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"Don't worry," interjected Bill Boyle quickly, "We're heading for Califor- 
nia. I’m really sorry for what | said and..." 
"O.K. Keith, it was really nice meetin’ you and if you ever come 


back this way, you look me up, ya _ hear?" | shook hands with Tom 
much to the disappointment of the other gang members who | know 
wanted some of our blood spattering about. | gently pushed Bill Boyle 


towards the car and Ray got in and we drove away. | waved goodbye to 
Tom as we left. 

As soon as we got out of that town | turned to Bill Boyle and 
asked angrily,"What the fuck did you think you were doing? Are you 
nuts?’ Bill Boyle started to natter on. Then he told me that he _ had 
decided to hitchhike to his Uncle's place and to let him off at the nett 
town! | knew that if this happened, Ray would never go on to California 
with me so | went into a frenzy using every expletive that | knew at 
the time. Bill Boyle was even shocked at my outburst but after | got 
through, he agreed to press on to California with me 

We reached Roswell, New Mexico the next night and since all of 
our money was now gone, we headed for the local Salvation Army post. 
This one turned out to be a very interesting place Not only did _ they 
have some derelicts staying there they also had some legitimate workers 
also who could not find housing so they were paying rent. As it turned 
out one of them was an engineer and | got into aé discussion about 
mathematics with him. At that point | was extremely interested in mathe 
matics and was eager to learn from anybody that | thought could show 
me anything that | did not already know. This engineer fellow had plenty 
to show ne. 

We slept the night but the next day Bill Boyle again started to 
make noises about going to his uncle’s house in Tuscon, Arizona. Ray now 
wanted to go back home He was completely fed up. The only trouble 
was that he had no money. He could not ask his father for any since 
he knew that his father wouldn't be able to send him money anyway. 
Ray therefore asked the Salvation Army man if he could obtain a job. As 
it happened, the city hall needed a gardener so Ray took the job. 

Now | did not want to stay in Roswell, New Mexico since one of 
the purposes of the trip was to get away from small towns. Also, | was 
still resolved to reach California if at all possible | tried to talk Bill 
Boyle into going to California but he was adamant. He wanted to go to 
his uncle’s. He asked me to come along with him. | did not relish hitch- 
hiking alone, especially when | had no definite destination to go. | told 
him that | would think about it. We stayed a second night. 

The next morning | told Bill Boyle that | would go with him but 
that | still wanted to press on to California afterward. Bill Boyle assured 
me that this was his ultimate plan as well. So we said goodbye to Ray 
and headed towards Tuscon. 

Most of New Mexico is as flat aS piss on a plate You go for 
miles and miles and there is nothing but desert. However, there is one 
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oasis in this region known as Ruidoso and we obtained a ride as far as 
that. We decided to sit down by the side of the road for a drink of 
Dr. Pepper and a smoke Bill Boyle and | had been fortunate to obtain a 
ride from two gentlemen who insisted on buying us a large meal so our 
bellies were full but we were still tired from the road and the_hitchhik- 
ing. We therefore decided to take a breather amongst this greenery for we 
had not seen any plants except tumbleweed and the odd cactus. 

As we were guzzling down our Dr. Peppers | suddenly heard a 
strange noiseit sounded like some clicking or something. Then | realized 
what it was. It was the sound of a rattlesnake! We had _ inadvertently 
settled down in a place where they had also decided to rest. | did not 
tell Bill Boyle anything for | knew that if | did, he would instantly panic 
and probably get us both bitten. Instead | said, "Did you hear that?" 

"Yeah, what is it?" 


"Come over here. I'll explain it to you. Take it easy, though, be 
cause you will make the noise go away. I'll explain." Bill got up gingerly 
and came over. | led him away from the rattling sound. When | thought 


that | was at a safe distance | spoke. 

"That was a rattler, you idiot!" 

"Oh my God. Naw, | don't believe you." He went to check. The 
rattler didn’t like us any more than we liked him and he was _ scurrying 
away just as Bill Boyle spotted him. ‘You're right. We might have been 
killed." And that’s all he could talk about the whole night. 

We pressed on even though twilight was now setting in. We were 
just outside of Alamogordo, New Mexico. The next fellow that picked us 
up was about thirty and we found out that he was a veteran from the 
jungles of Iwo Jima. We also found out that he was a very fast and 
unsafe driver. | knew that we were in trouble when we first got in the 
car because of a certain glint that | detected in his eyes. | tried to 
make an excuse of not riding with him since he was not going all that 
far, but Bill Boyle did not twig to my hesitancy. He believed in getting 
into any car no matter how far the driver would take us. 

We were moving along very fast when the driver spotted some 
trouble on the road just in front of us. A couple of cars were parked 
on the shoulder with some of their doors open. The driver pulled up 
behind the last car and we spotted a sailor holding on to an old Mexi- 
can gentleman’s neck, which was half cradled in the sailor's arms. As soon 
as the sailor spotted us, he yelled out to our driver who had gotten out 
of the car, "Il have my thumb on his artery, but he needs a doctor fast, 
otherwise he'll bleed to death." A closer look at the old Mexican indicated 
that his head had been bashed in and there was blood all over the rocks 
just behind where the two of them were situated. The sailor also told us 
that the man had been struck by a hit and run driver. Our driver ran 
back to the car and we burnt rubber back on to the highway. 

Since it was now twilight, some of the cars had lights on and 
some did not so it was hard to determine at times whether cars were 
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coming at you until they were practically on top of you. This driver did 
not seem to care, though, for he bombed along on the two lane _ highway 
in his old chevy at 75 miles per hour. He also had no patience for slow 
drivers and was weaving in and out of traffic playing leap frog with the 
cars. | was beginning to get very scared now. | was sitting next to this 
fellow in front while Bill Boyle was in the back seat. Several times when 
we passed a car, the driver would just manage to edge in behind the car 
in front of him at the very last minute. | realized that we had to make 
haste if we were to save that old man’s life but our diver, it seemed to 
me, was taking far too many risks. | was beginning to sweat profusely. 

Bill Boyle was talking as usual to the driver trying to impress the 
fellow with his knowledge of the war and so on. Once in a while the 
driver would divert his eyes or turn his head away from the road to 
answer Bill or to tell him something. Then the driver got more daring. 
He tried to pass two cars at the same time even though there was a 
truck coming at us in the opposite lane |! could not beieve this. The 
driver pulled out and sped up to about 80 mp.h. He misjudged the 
distance and we were now facing a head-on collision with the truck. No 
amount of speed at this point would suffice to pull us back into the 
proper lane. Oh no, thought |, this is it. Goodbye cruel world! 

The driver first went to the left shoulder of the road, neatly missing 
the truck and a _ head-on oollision. Since we were in New Mexico, the 
actual road was not all that different from the rest of the terrain so that 
part was O.K. Then the driver veered back to the right to put us back 
in the proper lane Unfortunately, the right velocity vector was too strong 
and instead of his managing to pull the car left to put it back on the 
right lane, the car flipped over three times rolling on its side The car 
came to a halt upside down on its right side | hardly had a chance to 
think and before | knew it | found myself in a backward somersault with 
both Bill and the driver on top of me 

Incredibly none of us seemed to be hurt. Nobody moved. Then Bill 
Boyle exclaimed, "Let’s get out of here" 

"An excellent idea," said |, "but would you get the hell off of me 
first?" 

Some other motorist had stopped and rushed over to pry open the 
door on the driver’s side The driver was helped out. He in turn, pulled 
Bill Boyle out. | uprighted myself and dcdimbed out on my own steam. 
There were people standing all around the car gawking at us. We scruti- 
nized ourselves. Nobody was hurt. there was no blood. | had twisted my 
knee slightly but that’s all. | wanted to strangle that driver and | was 
just about to say something when Bill Boyle came over to him and said, 
"We sure want to thank you for saving our lives like this." | couldn't 
believe that | was hearing this. Here was this churl who had risked all 
our lives with his insane driving and Bill Boyle was thanking him for 
saving our lives. Not only that but he continued to tel the driver how 
good he was at the wheel and so on. | was ready to puke but all | 
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could do was utter, "Where's my pen?." One of the spectators picked it 
up off the ground nearby and brought it over to me 

Meanwhile some of the onlookers were now grappling with the car 
trying to turn it upright. They finally managed to accomplish this and as 
soon as they did so, the driver got in to see if the car would function. 
It did. What | didn’t realize until much later was that cars right after 
the war were made with old battleship armor and were practically inde 
structible. The driver offered us a ride into the next town but | was 
about to graciously refuse when Bill Boyle accepted before | could open 
my mouth. As soon as we got in the car, the driver again drove the car 
as fast as he could to reach the nearest town. All the way there Bill 
Boyle was extolling his virtues at the wheel! The driver let us off right 
after we had located a doctor that agreed to tend to the old Mexican 
fellow. After that the driver jumped back into his car and sped off to 
the nearest garage for repair. We got lucky and picked up a ride immedi- 
ately from another chap. We made it to some other small town whose 
name was forgettable. The last fellow who gave us a lift that day finally 
pulled up at this gas station and Bill Boyle asked the owner if he could 
put us up for the night. Unfortunately for us, the owner complied and 
that was my first and only experience, thank God, sleeping on a cold 
cement floor. The owner might have had an ulterior motive since we slept 
right next to his safe. 

Both of us awoke after getting very little sleeo upon the arrival of 
the owner early the next morning. We again thanked him for his hospital- 
ity and we continued toward Tuscon. We were fortunate in picking up a 
ride all the way to Tuscon and our driver dropped us off at Bill’s uncle's 
front door. Fortunately for us, they were both in and they recognized Bill 
immediately. We were ushered in and were given something to eat and 
drink. 

Bill’s uncle was a man of about forty-five and not at all what | 
expected. As far as | could tel he neither looked like Bill’s mother or 
father so | surmised that he was not blood kin. | don't recollect ever 
being told one way or the other by Bill that his aunt was his mother 
or father’s sister, but | was not too curious anyway. My mind was on 
getting to California as soon as _ possible. 

Bill’s uncle had a very nice house It was in suburbia in a clean 
middie- class neighborhood. Bill’s uncle seemed to be quite interested in my 
written diary, which he read with keen interest. Bill made him promise 
not to phone our parents but we had not been there fifteen minutes 
when he called Bill’s father. Then he tried to talk me into calling my 
aunt and uncle but | would not hear of it. | certainly had no_ intention 
of ever talking to them again if | could possibly avoid it. Bill’s unde did 
not get mad and he passed it off so | figured that as long as he knew 
that Bill’s father knew where Bill was, it was_ satisfactory. 

We rested and ate and walked about the neighborhood. Bill was 
really getting keen and | could see that thee was no way that | was 
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ever going to talk him into coming with me to California. There was also 
another reason for his wanting to stay with his unclenamely, Bill’s cousin. 
Bill’s cousin was a teen-age girl that was also staying with her parents 
until she finished high school and would go on to college She was quite 
nice looking and took a shine to Bill aS soon as she set eyes on him. | 
knew Bill well enough to know that this would put the final nail in the 
coffin that held my plans for our going further west. 

It was very pleasant staying in that house for the neighbors had a 
big swimming pool and there seemed to be a lot of young girls milling 
about. Frankly, | found a lot of them very juvenilenot at all like the 
Canadian girls that | had known in that small Ontario town. However, | 
was a guest, and probably an unwelcome one at that, and so | tried to 
be as friendy as | knew how. Bill’s uncle treated me with the utmost 
kindness and never tried to wield his authority over me at any time 

One night, however, aS we were all sitting about the living room, 
Bill’s uncle informed me that | was wanted on the telephone | immedi- 
ately thought that | had made a favorable impression on one of the 
pretty girls that | had met, but when | answered the phone, | heard my 
grandmother's voice. 

"What in the world are you doing down there, for heaven's sake." 

"’m on my way to California." 

"Yust stop that ridiculous nonsense and come back and finish your 
schooling." 

"| don’t want to finish my _ schooling, Mun, | want to get a job 
and be independent." 

"You. can be as independent as you want after you finish school. 
I've never heard of such nonsense." 

"Look, I’m not going back to Ontario and that’s final." 

"No, | want you to come to Montreal and stay with me You can 
go to school here" This threw me for a loop. | didn’t expect this turn 
of events. The good news was that | was out of my aunt and uncle's 
life forever. The bad news was that it looked like | would never reach 
California. 

"| don’t have any money." 

"How much do you need?" 

"I’m going to need at least $50 to get back." 

"O.K. I'll send you the $50 but you must promise me that you will 
come back to Canada. You don’t have to go back to Lindsay. You can 
come right back to Montreal." 

"Maybe | can get a ride with Ray." 

"Who's. Ray?" 

"My friend with the car with whom | came" 

"Well, allright, but Archie doesn’t want you to come back to Lind- 
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"Well, that’s too bloody bad. | want to get the rest of my stuff." | 
was referring to my jazz records and photos along with some other chat- 
tels which | had left behind. 

"lll have Clara-Louise send them. Just come back to Montreal." 

"Mun, if | get a ride with Ray, there’s no way that he can detour 
to Montreal first. It’s on the other side of Lindsay." 

"Well, anyway, | want you to promise that you'll use the money to 


come back to Montreal to live with me" | thought about all of our 
misadventures of our trip. | thought about the nice surroundings | was in 
now. | thought about being in a new place away from my aunt and 


uncle and | thought about the fact that | might now have an opportunity 
to learn something about mathematics. Pressing on to California by mysef 
was no mean feat even though my sister was living there and would 
certainly help me if | asked. The decision was obvious. 


"O.K., Mun, | promise." 
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THE 
J OURNEY—PART 
TWO 
When | returned to 
the living room, Bill’s uncle 
was smiling. "Well," he 


asked, "what did you de 
cide?" 

"I've decided to go 
back to Canada." 

"That’s wonderful. | 
think it’s the best idea. You 
don’t have to leave right 
away. Stay a few days. Do 
you need some money?" 

"No thanks, my _ grand- 
mother is going to send 
$50." 

"That should be more 
than enough to pay your 
way." 

"| wonder, could | use 
your phone to try to reach 
Ray in Roswell?" 

"Yes, where is he?" 

"At the local Salvation 
Army post." Bill’s uncle got 
on the telephone and soon | was talking to Ray apprising him of the 
situation and wondering if he would like to go back with me Ray was 
delighted to do so and had saved a bit of money himself working as a 
gardener. With our combined resources we could easily make it back to 
Lindsay. We made plans for me to meet him in a few days. As soon as 
| obtained the money | would meet him in Roswell. 

My grandmother wired me the money. In fact, she sent me $75 if 
| remember correctly. This gave me a chance to purchase a memento of 
the trip and since | had always wanted to buy a German luge, | told 
Bill and we went down to the local gun shop. In those days, especially 
in the western United States, it was very easy to purchase any type of 
gun. There were loads of war surplus guns like lugers and mausers and | 
purchased one that day with no problem for $25. All | had to do was 
to give the address of where | stayed. 
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Bill was delighted also and we set out to try out the weapon in 
one of the many fields back of Bill’s uncle’s property. Bill told me not to 
tell his uncle about the gun because he understood his uncle was not too 
keen on guns. | saw no harm in telling Bill’s uncle but Bill insisted so | 
said nothing the first day. We tried to get some bullets for the gun, but 
the gunsmith said that he would not have any for a day or two. 

When we got home Bill’s uncle and | started to chat afte Bill 
went out to talk with his cousin. "What did you do _ today." 

"We went downtown and shopped around." 

"Did you buy anything." Now | knew that he had probably heard 
from the gunsmith if he were asking a question like this. 

| answered, "Yes, | bought a_ luger." 

Bill’s uncle went into a snit. "Oh no, you shouldn't have done that. 
How will you get it across the border?" 

"ll declare it. They won't do anything." 

"Even if they won't, what do you want a gun for?" 

"l’ve always wanted a gun. | want to shoot it." There followed a 
tirade and a sermon. Then followed pleading with me to use the money 
for the trip. Actually, a lot of the stuff he said made sense, but | was 
not convinced until he said that | could get another luger anytime in the 
future and it would please him very much if | were to take the gun 
back to the store 

Now Bill's uncle had extended his hospitality to me _ without any 
strings attached. | could not refuse to return the gun to the store if it 
meant so much to him so | agreed that | would take it back the nett 
day. Bill’s uncle was very relieved and very pleased. | went down the 
next morning and the gunsmith gave me all my money back without ques- 
tion. | decided to leave the next morning. Since | had a lot of money, | 
opted to take the bus to Roswell. The only trouble was that | had to 
detour through El Paso, Texas. 

The next day | was on my way. The bus ride turned out to be 
very interesting for there was a young fellow sitting across from me who 
turned out to be a Texas ranger. He engrossed me with many stories and 
|! only wish that | had written some of them down at the time My new 
found friend was also going to some place in New Mexico so we decided 
to spend the stopover at El Paso together. | also managed to talk to a 
lot of other people on the bus whose chief topic of conversation seemed 
to be the atom bomb. More than one informed me that the government 
were exploding them all the time around that area. | didn’t know whether 
to believe this or not, but looking back | believe that they were correct. 

The Greyhound bus that we were on seemed to stop at every op 
portunity and each time it stopped, my friend and | would disembark and 
have something to eat. When we got to El Paso, we ate at two or 
three restaurants and | was so full of food that | could hardly move We 
then reboarded after a few hours and my friend being much shorter than 
| decided to sleep in one of the seats. | climbed up on the luggage rack 
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which | found reasonably comfortable | was able to stretch out and | 
used my coat and some towels as a blanket. | relate these facts because 
they became important later on when | ffinally reached my _ grandmother's 
apartment in Montreal. 

My friend said goodbye to me and we promised to keep in_ touch. 
| think that | did write to him but | never received an answer. In any 
case, | found myself back in Roswell, New Mexico and | _ immediately 
headed for the Salvation Army post where Ray was staying. When | ar- 
rived Ray had not returned from his job so | hung about waiting for 
him. The captain recognized me, of course, and wanted to know what | 
had been doing since he last saw ime. 

As we were chatting a new fedlow came in. The captain § introduced 
me to him. This new fellow was a veteran and down on his luck so the 
captain said. The new felow shook my hand and seemed very friendly, 
but there was something about him that | did not like | tried not to 
show it. | peered into his eyes several times and what | saw scared me, 
for some reason. To me he looked like a very dangerous character and | 
determined to be on my guard. The fact that | was sleeping in the same 
quarters with him did not make me fee any bette. 

Ray returned from work and he was elated to see me | apprised 
him of all that had happened. The new fedlow seemed to be always 
hovering around listening intently to what we were saying. He thought 
that | did not notice him, but | was keeping my eye on him. Ray and 
| started laying out our itinerary for the way back home. We decided to 
stay at the Salvation Army post for another day so that he could get his 
pay and fix up his car, which needed some minor repairs. 

As soon as Ray let to do this, the new fedlow came over and 
started to get very friendly. He asked me to go out for a walk with 
him so | agreed since | wanted to see where he was coming from. We 
walked about the town and window shopped for a bit. He told me some 
of his life history and that he was originally from Alabama. Then he 
headed for a bar. He wanted me to accompany him but since | was 
obviously under age, | could not so he had me wait. When he emerged 
some two minutes later, he had a small bottle of liquor with him He 
offered me some so | took a swig for to refuse him would be unwise. 
He would consider it an_ insult. 

The new fellow got very friendly and started to talk about his war 
experiences. | could see that he was not playing with a full deck, but | 


made like | was eagerly hanging on to his every word. | considered the 
man quite dangerous and | was now trying to figure out how to avoid 
him. Oh well, thought |, I'll be out of here in a day and well probably 


never see him again. 

That night when Ray and | had a chance to talk, | asked Ray 
what he thought of this new fellow. Ray did not like him too much and 
had tried to avoid his company from the day that he first came to the 
post. Just as | was to give Ray my impressions, the new felow suddenly 
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showed up so we changed the subject of conversation. The new felow 
seemed to be very interested in our traveling plans. Then | had to leave 
The captain wanted to talk to me about something. 

When | got back Ray told me that the new fellow wanted to come 
along with us and he had offered to help pay for the gas and so on. 


Now, | had not told Ray how much money | had for | was never too 
far from other ears. Thus he probably surmised that | did not have too 
much money or that we needed more or something. | was stunned by 
this information but was unable to respond at that point since the new 
fellow was hovering about. | determined to corner Ray the next morning 
and try to talk him out of taking the new fellow with us. 

We spent another day waiting for Ray’s car to be finished. | man- 


aged to get him alone and | apprised him of my feelings and fears about 
this new fellow. At first Ray kept insisting that it was all right, but then 
| asked, "Look, Ray, tell me something. Are you just a bit scared of this 
guy?" 

"A little, but it'll be O.K." 

"No it won't. He's liable to get us both alone somewhere, bop us 
on the head or kill us and take the car. | don’t want to go back with 
him." 

"Well, how can | tell him that | can’t take him now that I've said 
that | could?" 

"Easy, just tell him that there’s really not enough room for three 
people-that you have to pack the back seat with stuff that you hadnt 
counted on. Anyway, man, I’m scared of the guy and | dont want him 
around when were sleeping alone on the road somewhere." 

"So am |, but I’m scared to refuse him now. The only reason | let 
him come was because | thought that you were friends with him." It was 
not too difficult to convince Ray not to take the new felow but it was 
going to be hard for Ray to eighty-six him now that he had already 
agreed to take him. 

We returned to the Salvation Army post and after eating supper, Ray 
called the new fellow over and told him that he had reconsidered and 
there just wasn’t enough room. The new fedlow did not like this at all 
but when | joined in and assured him that it was nothing personal and 
that we would really like to have him but... and so on, he accepted it 
but | could see that he did not like it. We all retired after that. Fortu- 
nately, there were four or five other people in the quarters where we 
slept so | felt reasonably safe until morning at least. 

The next morning when we awoke, Ray found that his overcoat was 
missing. Ray looked all about. It was nowhere. Neither was the new fe- 
low. He had taken off during the night much to everyone's surprise. How- 
ever, just before we left the captain informed us that he had just received 
word from the Sheriff that the new felow was wanted for murder! We 
both breathed a big sigh of relief. What dire things might have happened 
to us had we taken him with us? 


CHAPTER FIVE — Page 98 


THE JOURNEY—PART TWO 99 


Our trip back was uneventful apart from the above incident and a 
detour through Cleveland. We did stop again in St.Louis to see the police 
chief. He was very busy but he did see us for a few minutes and was 
delighted to hear that we were returning to Canada. He also read some 
more of my diary and offered us one of the courtrooms to sleep for the 
night. We accepted and when we awoke the next morning, we found the 
chief was not there so we departed, thanking the other officers for ther 
generous hospitality. 

Since we were so close to Cleveland, Ohio, where | used to live | 
suddenly got a yen to go there to visit some of my old cronies. In 
particular there was an old girl friend named Polly, who lived across the 
street from me We were great pals although she was my elder by two 
years. However, now that | considered myself much more "mature" since | 
had been in Canada, | thought that | would like to see her again. 

| asked Ray if he would mind detouring through Cleveland and he 
seemed to be quite pleased with the idea so that’s what we did. We 
arrived about noon and | set about calling some of my friends and Ray 
drove me around to see them. Ray also had relatives in Cleveland so he 


decided to visit then while | went to see Polly. | had called her and 
she was thrilled to hear from me and invited me over for a drink that 
evening. 


Since her house was almost directly across the street from mine, it 
was only natural that | stop in at my old homestead. My parents were 
away in California, but | did manage to say helo to the maid and the 
gardener. It seems my _ unscheduled call had ramifications far beyond my 
comprehension for when the maid and gardener informed my great aunt 
and uncle that | was in Cleveland, they both nearly had apoplexy. 

Ray dropped me off at Pollys and we were elated to see one 
another after such a long time We spent the first hour bringing each 
other up to date on our mutual activities. Meanwhile, Polly had _ offered 
me a drink. | decided to mix it myself and since there was such a 
variety of liquors, | made myself a "zombie." This was an admixture of 
practically all of the varieties of hootch that Polly had. | drank it straight, 
of course, to show Polly that | was macho. 

As the liquor took its effect, | became bolder and more amorous 
and soon was kissing poor Polly all over and trying to communicate with 
her more closely. Polly was at first amused, then a bit shocked, but she 
finally started to respond. | had forgotten that | had not eaten anything 
all day since breakfast, which had been a light one | also considered 
myself able to hold liquor very well since | had had all that experience 
in Lindsay at those parties. 

It started to rain fiercely outside. | was glad that Ray was going to 
fetch me later. Ray and | were to sleep in the downtown YMCA and | 
had phoned to make sure that they would have a room available | was 
beginning to get somewhere with Polly when all of a sudden, | thought 
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that | had been hit by a truck! What a sensation it was. | tried to get 
up, but | lost my balance. Polly asked me, "What’s the matter?" 

"Oh, | feel sick," | answered and a huge wave of nausea engulfed 
me. Now it was true that | had drunk a lot of liquor, but | had drunk 
that amount before and it had never affected me like this. Polly looked 
perturbed. "Where’s the bathroom?" | inquired, but before she could answer, 
| barfed up all over the couch and the rug. Polly was appalled. So was 
1, but | felt so sick that | could not do anything. | then barfed again. 
This time | managed to deluge one of the living room tables and splash 
some more on the rug. 

Polly came over and grabbed me by the arm, "Come on, youre 
coming upstairs to the bathroom." | did not protest. This was very embar- 
rassing, but now | was so drunk, | didn’t give a damn. 

"ll be allright, give me some air." 

"No, you go to the bathroom first." Polly helped me up the stairs. | 
barfed halfway up. | reached the bathroom. | barfed some more into the 
toilet and all over the bathroom facilities. Now | started to hiccup and 
laugh. Polly was not laughing. Also, her very staid siste(whom | never 
did like all that much) had arrived home and she was chastising Polly 
and so on. After | barfed up what | thought was the last time | 
staggered out of the bathroom, reeled back downstairs and when | saw 
Polly’s sister, | made some insult, which | thought was hilarious. | began 
to laugh and so did Polly. Her sister did not laugh at all. 

| said again, "I’m going out for some air. You'd better call Ray to 
come and get me." 

"Give me the number," said Polly. | did and then went outside It 
was raining in sheets. You couldnt see your hand in front of your face 
The wet rain felt great on my body. It was a warm night plus the fact 
that | had so much anti-freeze in my system by this time that it 
wouldn't have made any difference anyway. | barfed again on her sidewalk 
on the way out. | staggered about and finally ended up on ny back 
under a big bush with the rain slamming down on my face It felt so 
good that | decided to stay there 

Meanwhile, Polly had lost sight of me when she phoned Ray. When 
she did not see me right away, she got a flashlight and both she and 
her sister started to hunt for me in the dark. They called to me | tried 
to answer, but as soon as | uttered anything, | barfed again. The girls, 
hearing this, rushed over to help me up and take me back to the house. 

When | got back there, everything had been cleaned up and _ both 
girls were looking at me in shock and bewilderment. Then Ray showed 
up. Of course he was extremely vexed and kept asking me why | _ had 
done such a thing and so on. The three of them bundled me up in a 
blanket or something and poured me into Ray's car. Ray headed for the 
YMCA while | barfed all the way downtown out the car window. Some 
of it stayed on Ray's car. 
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By the time we reached the YMCA | had sobered up a bit, at 
least enough to walk into the main desk on my own. When we asked 
for a room, the desk clerk looked at me warily and asked, "You don't 
look so good, are you O.K.?" 

"Perfectly all right, my good man," was my instantaneous reply. "Say, 
could you direct me to the bathroom while my friend here registers?" | 
asked in the most unslurred speech that | could muster. 

"Certainly, it’s just down that hall right there" said the clerk point- 
ing in some direction. | left immediately for | felt another barf coming 
on. Could | reach the bathroom on time? Nope, | could not, so the first 
empty room | came upon, | opened the door and barfed up all over the 
floor. | looked around. Nobody had seen me so _| closed the door wiping 
my chin. | looked down. To my horror, | had also barfed all over my 
pants. The clerk had not noticed it since | had been against the desk. | 
was wondering how to avoid the clerk when | spotted Ray coming down 
the hall. He had our room key and so we went up to our room. 

The rain had now stopped and there was a nice cool breeze blow- 
ing. Before | retired, | removed all the crap from my trousers pockets and 
hung them out the window to air out and dry overnight. | kept them 
from blowing away by shutting the window on them. The upper window 
we left open to provide us with plenty of air. Then we both flaked out. 

The next morning | retrieved my pants from the cdutches of the 
window. The puke had dried out, the pants were odorless, but they were 
now as stiff as a board. Since they were the only pants that | had left 
that were wearable, | decided to deal with ther rigidity by beating then 
over the back of a handy chair. This seemed to do the trick much to 
Ray's amusement as he watched my antics with fascination. 

| went to see my old nanny and borrowed some money from her 
for we had overspent again due to Ray's car crapping out along the way. 
We then headed for Canada and arrived back in Lindsay the next day. 
The first thing | did was to go to my friend Paul's house where | 
received a hearty meal and a bed for the night. Paul warned me to stay 
away from my aunt and uncles place When | told him that | had to 
get some of my stuff there he said that | should not go over without 
him accompanying me. Bill Goodman also showed up and decided to come 
along as well. They figured that this would give me adequate protection. 

| did not think that | needed all that protection but they insisted 
on coming along. Paul and Bill Goodman stayed out on the front sidewalk 
with the admonition that if | needed them to just yell. | did not think 
that | would need them. | was wrong for as soon as _|! rang the back 
doorbell, my uncle opened the door and upon seeing me, immediately set 
about attacking me. He knocked me to the ground and my glasses came 
off. | reached over to retrieve them before they got broken. | felt some 
fists pummeling my head so | yelled, "O.K. Paul." 

Paul and Bill ran to me Paul bounded up the stairs. Paul was a 
very tough Irishman and more than once he had trounced an adult who 
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got too smart with him. Just as he wound up for a sunday punch, my 
uncle pleaded and said, "Now, wait a minute Paul. Just take it easy. You 
don’t know what this boy has done" 

"| know all about it," said Paul, “and | know why he ran away." 

Then my uncle started to fast-talk Paul out of getting beaten up. 
My aunt hearing all the commotion, came running out the back door of 
the porch brandishing a poker and started to hurl all sorts of invective 
against me. Bill Goodman had all the answers for her insults against me. 
My uncle then told Paul, "You know that Keith here told me a lot of 
bad things, even about you." The fact that this was such a brazen lie 
made me think that maybe Paul would buy this one. 

Paul quickly answered, "Maybe he had good reason to say what he 
did." This answer threw my uncle for a loop. It was plain now that he 
might be in for a good thrashing. Paul then said, "All Keith wants is his 
stuff. Why dont you just give it to him and well be on our way." 

"We've already sent it to his grandmother in Montreal." We all 
looked at one another. | got up, dusted myself off and said, "C'mon, Paul, 
let’s go. He's not worth getting arrested for." My aunt had made some 
noises about calling the police Bill Goodman had told her to go ahead 
since he would inform the police that she held my things illegally. 

Bill Goodman said, "You're right Keith, C'mon Paul." 

"Are you sure?" asked Paul looking at me." 

"Yeah, man, cmon, let’s go." We all left. | thanked both of the 
boys profusely. | hadn’t appreciated until that moment what good friends 
they were 


The next day Paul and Bill Goodman put me on the train to 
Toronto where | was supposed to meet my cousin Alec. Alec was then to 
take me to meet my great grandmother, who had called some of the 
family together, including my grandmother to find out what the hell was 
going on. Paul and Bill Goodman were making sure that there were no 
more incidents before | entrained. | bade goodbye to them promising to 
write them when | got established in Montreal. | was going to miss them 
and | thought of the many wonderful times and parties that we _ had 
experienced together. 
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While riding on the train from Lindsay to Toronto, | tried to assimi- 
late all of the past month’s events. What new adventures awaited me in 
Montreal? Would | be able to go back to school? What was my granc- 
mother like? After all | had not seen her since | was about six years 
old. What would my new abode be like? | certainly hoped that it would 
be more modern and comfortable than the old house in Lindsay where | 
had previously been staying. Above all, what was Montreal going to be 
like? | had heard all sorts of dire things in Ontario about the French-Ca- 
nadians. | would soon know all the answers to my questions. 

When | detrained a blond haired lad about my age accosted me 
informing me that he was my cousin, Alec. Alec told me that he was 
supposed to take me to Weston where | was to have a confab with my 
great-grandmother. Mun(my grandmother) was there, said he and we were 
to repair there immediately. He picked up some of my bags and we 
taxied out to Weston to this old house 

When | arrived Alec informed everybody that | was with him and | 
was re introduced to Mun and her new husband, Russ. Russ was a tall, 
ruddy-cheeked man with graying red hair and aé big paunch. He wore 
spectacles and smoked a pipe He did not look too friendly although he 
smiled affably and pumped my hand with a fairly strong grip. Mun was 
now in her late fifties. The pictures that | had seen of her indicated that 
she was slim but with a full figure However, that was then and this 
was now. | beheld a much heftiery woman with white hair. This was my 
aunt’s and mother’s mother and | could see the resemblance instantly. Mun 
came over and gave me hug and asked me how my trip was. 

As | related some of my impressions | looked around. There were 
other relatives there and the general atmosphere was quite solem. | 
thought to myself that everybody was taking the whole affair too seriously. 
Then | was led into a big room which looked like a combination sitting 
and living room. At the opposite end sitting in a large chair was my 
great-grandmother replete with this big black cane which she used as both 
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a prop and to lean on. | almost smirked but | figured that | better not 
since | did not want to antagonize anybody even more than | had al- 
ready. 

Great-grandmother scrutinized me closely. Whilst she was about this | 
also gave her the onceover. She was ancient, at the very least in her 
eighties, but she still had a bearing about her of being completely in 
control of her faculties. | gathered that she was the matriarch of the 
family and the buck stopped with her. After a pause, she said, "So you 
are Keith, Marjorie’s son." 


"Yes ma’am." 
"Now tell me what you have been doing and what all the ruckus 
is about." | proceeded to give her a synopsis of the events since my 


arrival at my aunt and uncle’s in Lindsay. Great-grandmother said nothing 
but listened very carefully until | had finished. Then she asked me some 
very perceptive questions about me, my aunt and so on. She then told 
me that | was not ever going back to Lindsay but that | was going to 
live with Mun in Montreal. 

The others were called in and of course they all started in on me 
but much to my surprise, great-grandmother took my side in the matter. 
This was completely unexpected to Mun and Russ who were waiting to 
hear great- grandmother give me a good dressing down. This _ indubitably 
would make them feel very superior and righteous. Unfortunately for them 
it did not happen. Instead, great-grandmother gave them a lecture as well 
as me. Then she said, "Well, that ends the matter. | don’t want to hear 
anything except good things about you from now on, Keith. Ethel(Mun), 
it's up to you and Russ to see that Keith stays on the right path." And 
she arose and ushered everybody out. 

Alec came up to say that he was glad that someone listened to my 
side of the story. Mun and Russ were to go back to Montreal immedi- 
ately. | was to stay a day or so and then take the train to Montreal 
myself. Alec was to see to it that | got on the train and that was the 
last | was to see of him until he would visit sometime during the next 
year. 

| arrived in Montreal and Russ and Mun met me. They were in my 
uncle’s limo that was driven by a French-Canadian named Cote As we 
drove through the city Russ gave me a brief lesson in Montreal’s history 
and short rundown on the relation between the French and English. Al- 
though he talked quite rapidly deuging me with multitudinous facts, | 
managed to retain most of what he told me 

Russ was now a bank manager, having been promoted from an_ in- 
spector. While he had been an inspector, he had traveled widely and dur- 
ing one of his sojourns he had met my _ grandmother, who was_ then 
divorced from my real grandfather, the latter cooling it in Hawaii after 
some legal difficulties. Russ | found was a very vain man and loved to 
hear himself talk. | could also see that he was a bigot. | knew that | 
was in for trouble. However, Russ was really trying to cope with this 
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new fifteen year old teenager who had been rudely thrust upon him with- 
out so much as a by your leave 

We arrived at my _ grandparent’s apartment which was then in_ the 
outskirts of greater Montreal. The district was called Snowden junction be 
cause this was a place where a lot of the streetcars turned around com 
ing from downtown Montreal. The building where my _ grandparents lived 
housed four separate apartments even though it was referred to as a du- 
plex. Mun and Russ’ apartment was downstairs while upstairs lived a cou- 
ple from England named Birch. Mr. Birch was a draftsman and skinny as 
a rake. Mrs. Birch was the typical English housewife straight out of a 
movie. She was almost as wide as Mr. Birch was tall. Her chief talent 
was reading tea leaves, but a friendlier soul you could never meet. 

The other half of the duplex housed two other families. | found 
within the next couple of days that there was another English couple 
upstairs named Mears with a lovely fourteen year old daughter named Cyn- 
thia. Things were looking up, thought I. The people downstairs were never 
seen and when we did see them they never spoke to us anyway so | 
don’t remember too much about them. 

Next door there was another building exactly the same as the one 
in which my grandparents lived. The upstairs part on our side housed two 
women who were the landladys. The lower part on our side housed a 
drug salesman. | remember going over to his place many times asking 
questions about this or that drug and remember seeing all sorts of narcot- 
ics and barbiturates lying about on his tables in the basement. In those 
days there was hardly any control of these drugs. How times have 
changed! 

The apartment was actually quite small. When you came in you 
faced a closet where you hung up your overcoat. The trouble was _ that 
the closet faced out towards the hall rather than towards the door. The 
living room was on the right with a window overlooking the street. Next 
to the closet was the dining room. At the end of the hall was the 
kitchen replete with a back balcony overlooking a very small grassy knoll 
and facing the rear end of the apartments on the next street over. Next 
to the kitchen on the opposite side of the dining room was a small 
bedroom. This was to be my room. My grandparent’s bedroom was across 
the hall from the closet and the dining room the door being located 
halfway between the two doors of the former rooms. The bathroom was 
right next to my room and my grandparent’s bedroom. 

When | think back on it these were mighty small quarters, but at 
the time it did not phase me too much. True, | had come from a rather 
spacious home in the States, but after living in Lindsay, | was happy to 
be living in a warm place at least. As | did not have too many chattels, 
Mun found it unnecessary to empty one of the dressers in my room that 
was crammed full of her goodies. 

After we had settled in my grandmother immediately started to figure 
out where | should go to school. She settled on Montreal High School 
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which was downtown but | could take the streetcar there without diffi- 
culty. | don’t think that | had been at my new abode for a week when 
| was already enrolled in school. It was now the middie of March and 
because the Quebec educational system was slightly different from the On- 
tario system | was placed into Grade 10 even though | had passed that 
grade in Ontario. Montreal High was quite an experience and | have writ- 
ten about this unique establishment elsewhere so | won't belabor the sub- 
ject again here. 

| found my new life fairly satisfying even though | missed one thing 
tremendously and that was not being able to play piano. There was no 


piano in the apartment or anywhere that | could consistently practice 
Every now and then | would go into some store’s piano department but 
as soon as they heard a note of boogie woogie or jazz | would be 
removed instantly. To alleviate my musical frustration | managed to talk 
my grandfather into lending me his old fiddle that he used at square 
dances and | began to vent my musical spleen on that. | managed to 


learn "Drink to Me Only With Thine Eyes" and one half of a Bach two 
part invention when my aunt Una provided me with a beat up old up 
right that she eighty sixed from her Beaconsfield country home. Mun and 
Russ were both pleased and dismayed. | can still remember the French-Ca- 
nadian fellows who moved the piano into the apartment for four dollars. 
One of them became extremely annoyed because of the angles of the 
apartment walls and the weight of the piano. He cried out in desperation, 
"Mon Dieu." The sight of these two characters wrestling with that piano 
and the subsequent outburst were too much for my grandmother and she 
burst out laughing. It was contagious for the fellows started to laugh as 
well and had to put the piano down for a moment. 

After they were through she gave each of them a cold beer and 
that made them feel a lot better. As soon as the piano was ensconced in 
the only part of my small room that could possibly house it, | sat down 
to play some boogie woogie. To my utter dismay, nothing happened. There 
were no straps on the hammers. My aunt Una forgot to tel me about 
that. Fortunately for me, | had met a fedlow boogie woogie piano player 
named Mervin, who was also a Mr. Fixit. He dropped by the next day 
and substituted ordinary string for the straps. Incredibly it worked and 
soon | was driving Russ out of his mind pounding out boogie woogie 

To compound this | had managed to save up some money to buy a 
record player which was in kit form. Since | knew nothing about solder 
ing, | could not get it to work properly. Again, Mervin came to the 
rescue and soon | was playing jazz records. Mun didn’t seem to mind too 
much, but Russ couldn't stand any kind of jazz music so | had to cool 
it when he was _ around. 

The most important thing that | received, though, in my new abode 
was love. | hadn’t gotten this from any relatives since | had left the 
States. My grandmother really loved me and showed it in lots of ways. | 
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was going through the usual period of adjustment that callow teenagers 
experience and she was a great help. 

Also about this time my stomach started to act up-that is, | think 
it was my stomach although the ache that | experienced was in my 
lowed abdomen on the right. At first | thought my appendix was _ inflamed 
or something, but there was no McBurney’s symptoms. Also, the pain 
would subside about four or five hours after | had eaten. Then it would 
flare up again until | ate. For about an hour after | ate, there would be 
no ache. 

The intensity varied. Sometimes | could go out and play or do my 
business. Other times | would have to sit because any movement would 
make me feel very uncomfortable | figured that it would pass but it did 
not. It persisted after school had finished. It was getting on my nerves. 
Finally Mun called her doctor. But when he arrived | could see that he 
was not competent enough to deal with such a mysterious ailment even 
though he did some poking and prodding. One of the things he did was 
to grease his hand with vaseline petroleum jelly and shove it up my 
anus. Then he would grab this or that(including my appendix) asking me 
whether it hurt! At this juncture | couldnt think about anything except 
having a huge shit and that’s exactly what | did as soon as he pulled 
his hand out. He did not pull it out fast enough for he then received 
proper payment for my discomfiture. 

Following this, the doctor and my grandmother had a small chin 
session and the doctor recommended that this specialist, Dr. Luke come 
over to take a look. My grandmother agreed and the next day Dr. Luke 
took me to the bedroom to examine me as the first doctor had done. 
This time, he put on some rubber gloves. Then he dipped his right hand 
into the vaseline jar. Oh no, not again, thought |. Yes, folks, | soon felt 
another rubberized hand up my keester exploring various parts of my _ intes- 
tinal tract. Again, Dr. Luke found nothing untoward. More towels had to 
be washed and boiled. Then Dr. Luke and my grandmother had a _ tetea- 
tete. He recommended that | go into the hospital for a Barium enema. 
My grandmother agreed so | was spirited off to the Royal Victoria Hospi- 
tal in Montreal. 

| felt scared, redieved and excited all at the same time Dr. Luke 
impressed me favorably. He had just returned from the services, having 
served aS medic on the front, so to me, this meant that he had plenty 
of experience and also he exuded an air of confidence that Mun’s family 
doctor did not. 

| was placed in a private room and nothing much happened until 
an intern came in to examine me "Where is Dr. Luke?" | inquired. 

"Hell be along shortly. First | have to examine you." He started 
putting on some rubber gloves. 

"Uh, like, what are the rubber gloves for?" 

"| have to perform a rectal examination." 

"Like shit, I’ve had two of those already. That’s enough." 
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"Two of them? Who did them?" 

"Dr. Luke and my _ grandmother's sawbones, that’s who." The_ intern 
laughed heartily. 

"Well, O.K., if Dr. Luke examined you already, there's no point in 
my doing it again." He removed the gloves. | sighed with relief. Then he 
asked me the usual questions that interns ask about my symptoms and ll 
that. He then explained what was to happen. 

"First, we give you an enema. This cleans out the alimentary canal. 
You are not allowed to eat for 36 hours whereupon we give you this 
drink of Barium Chloride) The Barium Chloride is impervious to x-rays so 
we're able to follow exactly what happens in your digestive system after 
ingestion. We do this by means of a fluoroscope." 

"Sounds easy enough." But | was already thinking about that enema. 
| had had one enema before in private school administered by one very 
nasty nurse, who considered the enema a cure for everything. "Are you 
certain that | need that enema?" 

Again the intern laughed, "Yeah, were sure It wont do you any 
harm, don’t worry," and off he went. Dr. Luke visited briefly later and 
left. Mun and Russ came in to say goodbye for the day, wished me luck 
and then departed. Then the nurse came in with this huge bag of fluid. 

"Turn on you _ side, please." 

"Is this it?" 

'Yes, this is it. It wont take long. Don’t worry it won't hurt, I've 
given lots of these" 

"It won’t hurt you, that’s for sure" The nurse did not laugh. | 
knew that | was in for it now. Before | could utter another word, | felt 
this tube being shoved up my ass. Then gurgdie, gurgie, gurgile, as the 
nurse poured the fluid into a funnel. | felt my insides starting to distend. 
At first, it was not too bad, but she didn’t stop. Then | thought that | 
was going to burst. The nurse said, "Just a little more." 

"How many gallons is that?" | was barely able to speak now be 
cause of the internal pressure. All | could think about doing now was 
reaching the toilet to have a huge crap. Will she never finish, thought |? 
Now | fet my belly swelling up-still she poured. | didn’t dare cough or 
say anything for | am sure that there would have been pieces of me all 
over the room. Then, what seemed like an eternity of discomfort, the 
nurse finished. | felt the hose being pulled from my anus. As soon as | 
was able | jumped out of the bed and headed for the bathroom. The 
nurse exited with all her paraphernalia. 

All hell broke loose in the bathroom. | remained there for at least 
fifteen minutes. | shat out food | didn’t even know that | had _ eaten. 
What a relief it was and when | finally completed my egesting | am sure 
that | was at least ten pounds lighter. | crawled back into bed. After 
awhile the doctor visited me and gave me strict orders not to drink or 
eat anything for the next 48 hours. As time wore on | noticed that the 
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ache in my gut was gone but | did not think too much about this for 
this had happened before when my stomach was reasonably empty. 

It was kind of boring laying about in that room but | whiled away 
the time reading and trying to do some crossword puzzles. At last the 
moment of truth arrived and Dr. Luke and his entourage came to fetch 
me. | was wheeled down to some other room with a huge table made 
out of some kind of plastic or marble or something. It looked exactly like 
the table one sees in the Frankenstein movies. They then handed me a 
huge glass of this gray gunk and told me to drink it. | did so and it 
tasted like wet chalk. "Just pretend that it’s a milkshake," piped up one 
of the interns. Next they put me on this table and strapped me by 
means of leather thongs or some similar material placing then over my 
arms and legs. | made some quip about the Frankenstein monster but 
there was no laughter. The people were too busy with their gadgets. 

Suddenly | felt myself being shifted along with the table so that | 
was almost perpendicular to the floor but slightly slanted. Just opposite me 
was this huge machine which | surmised was the fluoroscope. All of the 
personnel then peered into what looked like the screen watching the Bar- 
ium Chloride being digested by my system. They were making quiet com 
ments to one another. Suddenly | asked, "How about letting me have a 
look?" 

"Sure," answered Dr. Luke and he procured a mirror. | saw my 
digestive system at work. It was fascinating but after a minute or so, | 
had had enough. The examination continued until everybody was completely 
satisfied that they could not see anything abnormal and they finished and 
wheeled me back to my room. 

| remained in my room after also egesting the Barium Chloride and 
they started to give me some juice and followed this with some light 
food. | felt a bit weak but | did not have any more gut pain as yet. | 
figured that would probably return when | ate more food but it did not 
and it never did from that day on. 

The same day that | started to eat again, Mun and Russ came to 
visit with me. Russ asked, "Well, how do you fee?" 

"| feel fine." 

"You feel fine? What did they find out with their tests?" 

"Nothing. It seems there was nothing wrong." When Russ heard this 
remark, his face turned all red, his nose turned deep carmine and he 
started expostulating. 

"Well, that’s just fine It’s just cost us $350 so far so that you 
could feel fine and have a nice rest in the hospital..." 

My grandmother interrupted, "Please Russ, let’s wait until we talk to 
the doctor." 

"There’s nothing wrong with him, he just wanted to come up for a 
little vacation, that’s all.". The two of them started arguing. | couldn't 
believe this. Dr. Luke came in. Russ turned to him and asked, "Well, did 
you find anything wrong with hime" 
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"No, we examined his alimentary canal but we could find nothing 
wrong. | would put it down to nervous indigestion, but of course, we 
could do more extensive tests if you want." 

"No, we don’t want. We've already spent over $300. There's nothing 
wrong with him. Nervous indigestion-hah!" The three of them started to 
further discuss my case and it was decided that | was to go home as 
soon as | could, which meant right away. | got dressed and was released 


from the hospital. | fully expected to have more gut aches, but they 
never returned. 
| was puzzled for years about this until | recalled all that eating 


on the bus to El Paso and in El Paso at all those restaurants. It is my 
contention, for what it’s worth, that the bus ride coupled with sleeping on 
the rack somehow compacted all of the accumulated shit from those meals. 
| never really gave my stomach a chance to rest since when | first 
arrived in Montreal, my grandmother insisted on my eating lots of good 
food for she felt certain that | had not been eating adequately since | 
ran away. The stay in the hospital coupled with that ultimate enema not 
only cleaned out my system but the subsequent fasting gave my stomach 
and alimentary system a chance to right itself. So in a way, the $300 
was not wasted. 

The above incident gave Russ a chance to start building a case 
against me. He was always making some snide remark especially about my 
appetite, which was quite large in those days. My grandmother was an 
excellent cook and so when Russ would ask me if | wanted a _ second 
helping of food, he would invariably say, "O.K. pass your trough over here 
and I'll fill it up again." The first time that he said this, it was quite 
funny, but he would repeat it many times even though both my grand- 
mother and | would sigh with disgust. 

The summer of 1946 was pleasant for the most part. | met all 
sorts of new friends and so had a very busy social life. Russ, Mun and 
| had reached a somewhat convivial arrangement and things went along 
fairly smoothly even though there was still a bit of friction between Russ 
and me However, Russ would also have his friendlie’ moments and he 
would fancy himself as some sort of a father figure to me, giving me all 
sorts of advice and information that he thought might help me But | 
could never really communicate with Russ on the same level that | could 
with my grandmother. We just did not share the same wavelength. 


One day | came home from somewhere and my _ grandmother’ was 
very edgy. She kept looking out of the window, getting up out of her 
chair, sitting down and pacing about the living room | ffinally asked, 


"What’s wrong?" 

"Nothing, I’m just waiting for Russ." 

"Hell be along like he always is. Don’t worry." But Mun was _ not 
listening. Something was up-but what? "What is it?" 

"He’s been drinking again," Mun said disgustedly. 

"Is that all?" 


CHAPTER FIVE — Page 110 


THE FIRE 111 


"He acts very bad when he's tight." 

"How do you mean?’ 

"de gets ugly." | did not think too much about this. Then Mun 
spotted him coming down the street. | peered out the window as wel. 
Russ was walking along the same as usual as far as | could tell. His 
face was beet red, however. Mun continued, "He’s drunk allright." Russ 
came to the door and my grandmother opened it for him. "Well, | see 
you've started up again." 

"That’s fine. Sure, that’s fine" said Russ. "Where's that elongated bas- 
tard?" Obviously he was referring to me 

"Now Russ, don’t start anything." Russ continued to carry on _ loudly. 
Every now and again, he would make some snide remark about me My 
grandmother was trying to get him to eat something to sober him up a 
bit. She finally did and we all sat down to eat supper, but Russ kept 
glaring at me as he ate It was a bit unnerving. 

Then Russ said, "You know, somebody’s going to kick the shit out 
of you one of these days." 

"Yeah, | know, | know." | had heard this remark before once or 
twice when he was sober, but then he would say it jokingly. Now he 
was not joking. | could see that he was the one that wanted to do this. 
Mun_ interceded with some words and Russ only ate a part of his supper. 

Suddenly he arose saying, "I’m tired, I’m so tired | could lie down 
and die" Mun helped him up from the supper table and took him to his 
bed. Both of the above quotations were one of the six or seven that 
Russ would say over and over again every time he got drunk. Russ went 
to bed and Mun and | finished supper alone. 

Russ overheard some of these expressions from the people with 
whom he dealt at the bank. He had taken over the Bank of Montreal 
branch at the corner of Park and Bernard. When he started the branch 
was showing a deficit of some $50,000 due, to a large extent | would 
imagine, to the prejudices of the previous manager. The area at the time 
consisted of many "dp’s'(displaced persons), as they were referred to at the 
time. A lot of these people were Jewish and hence the more conservative 
bankers were loathe to deal with them or trust them. Not so with Russ, 
he considered himself a good judge of character and extended loans to 
many people that the previous manager had turned down. As a_ result, 
inside of a year, the branch was showing a_ $10,000 profit. Business 
started to flourish and Russ would proudly show re all the ‘gifts’ that 
he received from satisfied clients. He would open the drawers in the huge 
oaken desk that was in his office and each and every one of them was 
filled with all sorts of goodies such as shirts, ties, various trinkets and 
one drawer was reserved for his liquor supply. All of this stuff was 
"gratis," another one of the expressions that he loved to use 

Although Russ dealt with these people and even went out drinking 
with them, he was still somewhat a bigot. He especially disliked French-Ca- 
nadians and was always making some snide remark about them. Above ll, 
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he hated Jews, even though he dealt with them almost exclusively. Some 
times when he was drunk he would sit on his bed and have imaginary 


conversations with his clients except now he would say, | suppose, what 
he really wanted to say but could not. 
All of this was quite new to me | had never lived with an ugly 


drunk before. Archie would sometimes get quite loaded, but he would 
never become aS mean and ugly as Russ. My grandmother informed me 
that Russ was an alcoholic. | would never have guessed this from his 
behavior towards us the first month that | lived with them, although 
when | think back on it | realize that although Mun and | would some 
times have a drink, Russ would always refuse. It seems that he picked up 
the habit of drinking while on the road as inspector for the bank. A lot 
of the men would drink to while away the lonely hours in the hotel 
room when away from their home and family(if they had one). 

At first Russ would come home every three or four days "blotto" as 
my grandmother would put it, but then he would show up daily. | some 
times would not see him until the weekend since | would be eathe at 
school or out playing until about six, whereupon | would come home for 
supper. Usually when Russ was drunk, he would eat early(or not at all) 
and then go straight to bed and never wake up until the next morning 
when he would go to work. This was usually earlies than when | went 
to school so | would not see him. | did not miss him, to tell the truth. 

Then one day while we were seated at the dining room table, Russ 
started insulting me again. This time | was a bit tired so | looked at 
him and said, "Fuck you." This sent him into a frenzy and he got up 
from the table. | could see that he was about to attack me physically. | 
was a bit scared, but | figured | could handle him since he was drunk 
anyway so | just stood there waiting for him to make his move He 
suddenly grabbed his chair and brandished it over his head. | grabbed 
mine but before he could gain momentum to bring his chair crashing 
down on re _ | interposed my chair and stopped him. The chairs got 
tangled up and so he dropped the chair and started to come for me. 
Mun was frantic and was yelling for me to run. 

| was quite lithe in those days so | beat a hasty retreat and 
headed for the back door. Since it was warm the door had been left 
open. There was a balcony about six feet from the ground with a 
wooden fenced partition. | easily vaulted over the partition with one hand 
somewhat like Spencer Tracy in Dr. Jeckyll and Mr. Hyde neatly landing 
on my feet on the grass below. Russ came storming out after me but | 
eluded his clutches. Each time that he chased me like this his big tummy 
would bang against the wooden railing and | was hoping someday that he 
would fall ass over teakettlhe and land on his head below, but it never 
occurred, unfortunately. 

Since | had not finished my supper, | decided to wait for twenty 
minutes or so and return to the apartment. When | did | cautiously 
peeked in to see how the land lay. Russ had gone to bed so | went in 
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to finish my supper. Sometimes Russ would get up again. Most of the 
time he would feel sheepish or guilty and he would start giving me 
quarters to do the dishes for Mun. | remember one night collecting $1.50 
from him since he didn’t remember giving me some money just five or 
ten minutes previously. 

Sometimes on Saturday mornings, Russ would play golf and ask me 
to caddy for him. More often than not, we would go to the Clanranald 
golf club, a public course at the time, and meet his accountant, Pete 
Sherwood. Pete was a young war veteran who seemed to be one of the 
few employees of Russ that could handle him. Pete was very bright and 
extremely ambitious. He later went into selling life insurance and was _ in- 
strumental in my obtaining my first job after graduating from college He 
was an over-achiever and although he was very successful, he died of a 
heart attack at an early age | remember him trying to get me to buy 
property in Martha’s Vinyard which he assured me would one day be 
invaluable. Hindsight has proven him right for if | had purchased property 
there, | would be living a different life now. 

Russ was not a very good golf player’ and he would run out of 
steam when he reached the ninth hole anyway. Pete and | would have 
the utmost difficulty stifling our laughter when Russ would try to place 
his golfball on a tee before driving. His hand would shake so much that 
he would be unable to place the ball on the tee. He would curse and 
swear and keep trying, but the ball would always roll off the top of the 
tea. Ultimately, either Pete or | would have to do the honors so that we 
could get on with the game 

My grandfather was not a very good sport either and more than 
once either Pete or | would catch him cheating although he_ pretended 
that he made an honest mistake When he missed a stroke or flubbed, he 
would sometimes throw his club at the ball or on the grass beside him. 
Russ would always reimburse me for the caddying and | didn’t mind doing 
it since it was good exercise for me. Personally though, | never liked golf 
all that much. Chasing little balls around a huge lawn is not my idea of 
a productive day. 

One night my grandmother, Russ and | were all seated around the 
dining room table preparing to eat our supper. Mun _ had finally managed 
to calm Russ down enough to get him to sit at the table | always got 
a bit unnerved when we had any roasts for supper since Mun would 
always let Russ do the carving. This meant that he was given a_ huge 
knife that was usually just sharpened by my grandmother. Russ was so 
unpredictable that it was hard to tell what he was going to do next and 
so | would always keep my eye on him when he had that knife 

This particular night we were about to have a nice roast beef sup- 
per. Russ sliced off some succulent pieces for all of us and we were just 
about to eat them. My grandmother had two fancy salt and pepper shak- 
ers on the table The salt shaker was a small super elliptical bowl with 
tiny feet. The salt was in this bowl with a little spoon which one used 
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to salt their food. The pepper shakers were also super lliptical(rectangular 
with rounded corners) but aside from that they looked like regular pepper 
Shakers except that they too, were made out of silver. The tops had a 
small spike and seated snugly into the base of the shaker. That is, when 
they were new, they did. As they aged, the tops seemed to come off 
more easily. 

Russ was really drunk and he was also in a very foul mood. As 
soon as he served himself, he grabbed one of the salt shakers to season 
his meat and vegetables. He was so drunk that my grandmother had to 
assist him with this endeavor. This, of course, vexed him greatly so when 
he then grasped the pepper shaker, he shunned all attempts from my 
grandmother to aid him. He shook the pepper shaker violently and the top 
came off and all of the pepper came out at once on his food. My 
grandfather became apoplectic with rage | had to stifle a laugh since 
seeing him so nonplussed with this huge mound of pepper on his food 
was very droll to say the least. Coupled with this was the slightest inner 
satisfaction of realizing that he had gotten his comeuppance because of his 
rebuffing Mun’s attempts to help him. 

Russ was now turning purple with rage. He grabbed the bottom of 
the pepper shaker and put the top back on it. It did not seat exactly 
because of its construction. Hence, it sort of stayed there cockeyed. My 
grandfather tried again to center the top properly but this time it fell off. 
Now Russ was fit to be tied. He started to curse and swear. As he did 
so he again placed the top of the shaker on its base and brought his 
hand down as hard as could on the spiked top trying to force it into its 
proper position. The spike, of course, punctured a hole in his hand. My 
grandfather let out a painful yelp and pulled his hand back. The pepper 
Shaker top came along with it. Blood was now spurting out. My _ grand- 
mother rushed over and pulled it out of his hand after great protest from 
Russ. He was now crying like a baby and wincing with pain. 

| just sat there in stunned silence hardly believing what | just wit- 
nessed. The spectacle of a supposedly mature, grown man acting in this 
fashion was something that | had never experienced before | had seen 
men get angry, but most of the time it was with good reason. The fact 
that he had injured himself in such a way was unfortunate but there was 
a certain poetic justice in it as well. Actually | felt sorriey for my grand- 
mother than for Russ because she would be the one to have to tend to 
him and hear his constant bellowing regarding the incident probably for 
the rest of the night as well as in the future 

Russ was not consistent in his behavior towards either my _ grand- 
mother or me. At times he would be munificent and benevolent for 
awhile. Then he would turn ugly. Other times he would be ugly to begin 
with, but not get physical. Still other times, he would walk in the door 
and below out, "Where's that elongated bastard. I’m going to kill that 
boy." Then he would go to the clothes closet where he kept his golf 
clubs, extract his number 1 iron, brandish it over his head and head for 
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me. The first time that he did this, | thought that he was kidding, but 
he was not for he swung at me with all his might. Since | was very 
quick and agile, the club whizzed over my head and took a piece out of 
the wall. | exited out the back door again at stage left. 

After this incident | kept the middle leaf of the dining room table 
handy by placing it against the dining room wall behind me Then when 
he would start, which was most likely when | was at the supper table, | 
could just turn around quickly, grab the leaf and stem off the blows with 
whatever blunt instrument he had decided to use that night. Sometimes it 
was a golf club, sometimes a chair or a small table, anything and every- 
thing he could grab that might conceivably bash in my skull. Once in a 
while he would smack Mun, but not too often. She used to call him a 
big bully and that’s what he was. Invariably, after | had made my exit 
out the back door(which came to be aé daily occurrence), Russ would 
simmer down and either start crying or going to bed. Mun would always 
comfort him. | figured the best action was defensive for | was still a 
minor and in those days, minors had no rights whatsoever. Besides, living 
in that apartment(when Russ was not around) was _ infinitely better than 
some place like Shawbridge or Bordeaux. 

However, one time | got cornered in the kitchen. Russ was lunging 
at me. | managed to avoid him since Mun was helping to stave him off. 
Then he grabbed me by my shirt and twisted it in his fist(like you see 
in the movies). This normally would not have been all that bad, but he 
caught a piece of skin from my neck in the process and it ripped off 
causing me great pain. | lost my temper instantly and without thinking | 
grabbed the big carving knife from the drawer which happened to be 
situated behind me. Mun had been pushed aside | took the knife and 
stabbed at his big fat belly as hard as | could. Russ was quicker than | 
thought for he jumped back just as the knife zipped past his face. 

"O.K., you cocksucking tub of shit, come on. I’m going to carve you 
up in tiny pieces." | was so mad | could hardly speak but | meant what 
| said and he knew it. 

"You wouldn’t do that," he gasped. 

"Oh, wouldn’t 1? You just come at me again, you fuckhead, and 
we'll see whether I'll do it or not." Mun was now crying and yelling at 
me to put down the knife’ There was no way. All | wanted to see was 
that knife sticking out of Russ’ big bedly. Mun was frantic. Russ was 
strangely quiet. Mun came over and calmed me down and took the knife 
Then she turned to Russ because aS soon as he saw that | didn't have 
the knife. he wanted to continue with me This time | did not run out 
the back door. Mun managed to assuage him and took him to his room. 

The next day, Russ came home sober and when we were in the 
living room together, he asked me, "You wouldn't have really used that 
knife on me, would you?" 

"Yes | would have," | assured him solemnly. "You hurt me and | 
lost my temper." 
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"if you can’t control your temper and would really stab me, you 
should be locked up." 

"Yust leave me alone and you won't get stabbed." Russ said nothing. 
The next few days, he came home drunk, but not so ugly. | didn’t have 
to run out the back door for a whole week and | figured that he was 
now going to leave me alone | figured wrong for the very next day, 
Russ came home shouting, "Where's that elongated bastard, I’m going to 
kick the shit out of him." 

One time Russ threatened to get the bank gun and blow both of 
us away. He stormed out of the apartment allegedly heading for the bank. 
As soon as he left | told my grandmother that | had better follow him, 
even though she assured me that he would never do such a thing. | did 
follow him and although he went to the bank he did not get the gun. 
He stayed there awhile drinking and then he left and came back home 
without the gun. | did not trust him for to me, he was a very dange- 
ous character and quite capable of carrying out his threat. 

We continued our little duels utilizing whatever weapons were at 
hand off and on for months. Russ was getting much worse for now he 
was beginning to show delinquent behavior at the bank, which he had not 
done to date He would not show up for work until 1 p.m in_ the 
afternoon. Instead he would go seek out one of his cronies to drink with 
him all morning. Sometimes he would chase one of the prettier tedlers 
around his office after inviting her in on some pretext. Other times he 
would get his kicks by bullying the accountants or firing somebody but 
not remembering that he had fired them the next day. 

The funny thing was that his employees remained quite loyal towards 
him because when he was sober, he was an excellent manager, teaching 
them banking like they had never been taught before and above all, ob 
taining top salaries for everybody that worked for him. He seemed to have 
a certain amount of clout at head office for | remember him telling me 
a story about one of the assistant accountant’s wives who had come in to 
try to get Russ to help her husband move ahead. The deal was that she 
would provide him with sexual favors in return for his assistance. He took 
her to a downtown hotel and the next thing you knew, her husband was 
promoted to accountant. Every now and again he would brag to me about 
his sexual exploits(including one of our neighbors), but how true these 
stories were is anybody’s guess. 

Russ took several "cures" funded by the bank but their effects never 
lasted for more than three or four months at the most. | have my own 
theory about alcoholics. Every one | have met so ffar, including females, 
seem to have an oedipal hangup which they are unable to resolve Russ 
would sometimes go on at great length about his early days while suck- 
ling. These repressions would only surface when he was profoundly drunk 
and almost incoherent. Still it was very strange and very interesting to me 
for at the time | was avidly reading Freud. 
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In the spring of 1948 | finally left my grandmother's apartment to 
live on a farm in the Eastern townships. | would return to stay with my 
grandmother sporadically after that, but | lived away from the apartment 
most of the time, preferring to live on my own in Granby and in the 
U.S. when | started college in the fall of 1949. 

What happened to Russ? He was "retired" from the bank five years 
before he was supposed to be He continued to drink of course He never 
seemed to be able to make it in A.A. although he was religious and he 
was even a mason. When | would ask him on occasion about the masons 
or how one was recruited, he would always sneer at me and say, ‘You'll 
never have to worry. You have to believe in God to become a mason." 
That was all that he would ever say. 


Unfortunately for him, neither his belief in the almighty nor his de 
gree aS a mason, whatever it was, abetted him in either curing his alco- 
holism or in alleviating his suffering from a stroke which he experienced 
after he lost his temper trying to extricate his car from a snowbank in 
the driveway by furious digging. Russ spent the last five years of his life 
in a wheel chair, completely paralyzed on one side of his body. Of course 
my grandmother stuck with him nursing him until the day that he died. 
She lived to be 99 years of age 
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THE ROCK 
Occasionally 
after | had been 


4 chased out the 
back door by my 
drunken grandfa- 
ther, | would run 
into some of my 
teenage friends. 
We would = always 
manage to _ find 
something to do 
or to get _ into 
» some mischief. One 
of the favorite pastimes with teenagers is wrestling or tussling with one 
another and one night | found myself indulging in this activity in a small 
grassy knoll in Hampstead. 

We were having the greatest fun, oblivious to our surroundings when 
during a lull of our fracas we all noticed this odd-looking fellow standing 
nearby watching us. Then he approached us and_ introduced himself as 
"Dave." Dave was not very tall-about five feet, four inches tall, somewhat 
overweight and had horn-rimmed glasses. In short, he looked somewhat like 
a slightly rotund Mr. Peepers. 

We were all intrigued and listened intently as he bedazzled us with 
philosophy and psychology. He claimed that he was a psychiatrist, but we 
did not believe that. Whatever’ he was, he certainly piqued my curiosity 
and so | found myself going back there to call on him for he had told 
us that he lived in the house just across the street from where we had 
been fighting. 

He was very surprised to see me and was somewhat taken aback by 
my boldness in accosting him once again. However, he invited me into his 
home and introduced me to his mothe’ with whom he was living. It 
turned out that he was not a psychiatrist afte all, but only a humble 
musician-a_ classical violinist at that, and he took me to his room where 
he had this huge speaker and "hi-fi" amplifier. Dave would then sit right 
next to his speaker with his ears cocked, listening zealously to each and 
every note. Although most people would think that one could become deaf 
this way, we must place ourselves in the musician’s stead and imagine 
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what it is like to sit in the violin chair of a full orchestra. I’m sure the 
amount of decibels are exactly the same or even greater when in the 
orchestra. Recall that this was circa 1947 and true hi- fidelity had not 
entered the picture Yet aficionados like Dave somehow managed to obtain 
the best available equipment for the day to play their music. 

Dave liked to hear his music loud and that was fine with me for | 
preferred this method of listening as wel. He played me various classical 
works, some which were familiar, some not. Dave also played a bit on 
his violin, which he claimed was a _ Stradivarius, but | did not believe 
him. | was no judge of fiddle playing-certainly not at the age of sixteen, 
but it seemed to me that he was very competent on the instrument. He 
also claimed that he played with the London Philharmonic and Montreal 
Symphonies but | didn’t really believe that one either. 

| inquired whether he had heard any jazz-specifically bebop. Dave 
told me that he had heard about it, but that he had never really sat 


down to listen to it. | told him the next time that | came | would 
bring some sides of Charlie Parker. He didn’t seem too enthused about 
this, but later | did. Before | reveal his reaction | must relate how 


difficult it was to get to see Dave 

When | would telephone him, he would invariably be busy doing 
this or that and | can remember him informing me thus: "I could squeeze 
you in for a couple of hours next Thursday, perhaps. Give me a call 
then." Being a naive teenager, | was naturally oblivious to the fact that 
Dave probably did not want to see me at all, because like most adults, 
he probably found teenagers to be pests. However, | continued to plague 
him undaunted until finally he acquiesced to my desire to have him hear 
Charlie Parker. 

| opted to bring him two sides to listen. One was "Don't Blame 
Me," and the other "Scrapple From The Apple" which | had managed to 
purchase after much waiting at one of the record stores. | don't know 
what Dave had heard about bebop, but he settled down with his ear 
about one foot from his giant speaker and he listened to "Dont Blame 
Me." At first, he was not certain that he wanted to bother listening to 
the whole thing, and indeed made some remark about the piano being out 
of tune or some such thing. However, after about four bars into the 
effort, he suddenly got very quiet, concentrating fiercely on the music. 

There was not a peeo out of him until the record was _ finished. 
When it ended, he just sat there in stunned silence. The needle was still 
undulating in the record groove He looked at me and asked, "Who did 
you say that was?" 

"Charlie Parker. Well, did you like it?" 

"It was fantastic. The man is clearly a genius." 

| was both flabbergasted and pleased to hear this from a_ schooled 
classical musician and | inquired, "Would you like to hear the other side?" 

"Yes," 
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| played him the other side and he again was nonplussed. He told 
me that it was not his cup of tea but he was totally unaware of how 
good this music really was. | think we both gained something from the 
experience. 

| only saw Dave one more time before my next adventure and _ that 
was one day after | had been at the tavern with some friends guzzling 
multi glasses of draught beer. Upon parting from my friends, | suddenly 
got the urge to see Dave and | ambled down to his house. As | ap- 
proached | heard the sound of chamber music. At first | thought that he 
might be listening to records, but when he answered the door, | realized 
that he was playing with a string quartet. 

Dave was not too happy to see me, but he invited me in to listen 
and | stayed the whole time, quite juiced, but fascinated and pleased to 


hear chamber music first hand like this. | also learned that Dave was a 
very competent violinist, which | really had not been too sure of up to 
this point. 


After the rehearsal was over, the other members of the quartet left 
and | had sobered up a bit by this time Dave of course, started scold- 
ing me for my behavior, but | did not take it too seriously, although | 
did not bother to contact him again. | had had enough of him and his 
condescension and patronizing of both me and my friends, who had refused 
to see him much before this. 

One of the things that griped me the most about my youth, when 
| think back on it now, is the supercilious attitude with which adults 
treated most juniors-teenagers especially. In particular, if you were the 
Slightest bit different to the norm, adults seemed to take great delight in 
trying to stifle your ideas or browbeat you into some sort of submission. 
This was not true of all adults, but most of them. Nowadays, the adults 
do a lot more than that to children, it seems. 

Meanwhile, my grandmother was frantically looking around for a place 
for me to stay since the situation at home was becoming intolerable. Once 
in a while there would be a hiatus in the drinking of my _ grandfather, 
but it would only last three months at most. 

By a peculiar circumstance, Dave happened to visit my grandmother 
one day and they got to talking. After this session my grandmother in- 
formed me that Dave had apprised her of a farm in rural Quebec where 
|! might spend the summer months. It was now the spring of 1948. 

"What’s that. A farm you say?" | inquired 

"Yes, it’s near Knowlton." 

"What will | do there?" 

"You can help out with the chores." 

My heart quickened. Farm life meant getting up early and_ hard 
work. "That’s O.K., | think I’d rather stay here." 

"Well, you’re not staying here and hanging about the house all day. 
You can just go to work." 

"| can get a job here" 
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"No, you can just go out there. You'll be away from all the bad 
influences on you and I’ve already spoken to the man and he seems very 
nice." 

Further protestations were fruitless. My grandmother’s mind was made 
up. When | saw Dave he reassured me that this was the best place in 
the world for me and so on. The next thing | knew | was _ being 
whisked out to Knowlton with most of my chattels. Dave accompanied me 
to mitigate the shock and introduce me to his friend that owned the 
farm. 

Dave's friend turned out to be a large strapping fellow by the 
name of Ormond. Ormond was thirty-five and was about 6 feet tall. He 
was partially bald, soft-spoken and appeared to be quite ffriendly. His 
speech patterns plainly indicated that he was an anglophone in rural Que 
bec. He was of Scotch descent, as were a lot of the farmers around the 
Eastern townships and even though he had lived in Quebec all his life 
he spoke little or no French. 

Dave was acting as liason between Ormond, his family and me. The 
first day was mostly spent in getting acquainted with the people inhabiting 
the farmhouse and working on the farm. First, there was Mr. Brown, 
Ormond’s father, who was in his late sixties. He was bespeckled and ap- 
peared to be somewhat cranky. When he moved he walked with his two 
legs bent inward(or outward, depending on your perspective) so that the 
space between his legs formed a rhombus. The reason for this, | later 
found out, was that he had broken both his legs while plowing, and not 
believing in doctors, he let the bones heal by themselves. The result was 
that they set and knitted in this peculiar fashion, but this did not deter 
the old fellow from doing his chores and carrying heavy loads. 

| learned that this was a dairy farm. That is, a farm where the 
main output is milk obtained from cows which are tended to in a _ barn. 
| also learned that Quebec Hydro had not serviced this area yet nor were 
they about to for some years, hence there was no electricity. | had not 
been without electricity since a young boy in the United States, while 
camping or on some farm. ThiS was a real shocker to me for | had 
brought my record player and jazz records. | realized that this was going 
to be a long summer. 

Mother Brown, as | opted to call her was a woman in her early 
seventies or late sixties whose figure was like that of a thirty five year 
old woman. There was not an ounce of fat on her anywhere and except 
for the withered look of her skin, she could have passed for a much 
younger woman. She seemed to take a shine to me and that was good 
for later on, | was allowed to eat one egg in the morning for breakfast. 
When Ormond found out that | was getting an egg and he wasnt, he 
became quite vexed and Mother Brown had to stop this practice temporar- 
ily. 

Then Dave introduced me to another fellow named Gordon. Gordon 
looked very peculiar to me and | did not like him | did not know why 
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exactly, but | didn’t. However, | was assured by Dave that he was really 
O.K. even though the first thing that Gordon did when he saw Dave and 
recognized him was to greet him with a hard blow to Dave's stomach. 
You see, this was Gordon’s idea of being friendly with Dave Later | 
found out that both Dave and Gordon were epileptics and Dave had come 
to the farm where he was able to control his seizures somewhat better 
than in the city where he said he was under tremendous stress from the 
environs there. 

Ormond’s ex-wife had also been epileptic and because of his learning 
how to tend to epileptics, Ormond decided to make a few bucks by 
offering his farm as a sort of haven for these unfortunate people. Ormond, 
| found out quickly, was a man that could squeeze a penny out of 
almost anything he could get his hands on. But then, he had to, for this 
farm was so poor that even the mice were starving. 

Dave stayed for a day or two to help me orient myself about this 
place and then he went back to Montreal. Dave had told Ormond that | 
was a piano player and since Ormond loved music, especially boogie 
woogie(fortunately for me), he proudly showed me his old piano which 
was completely out of tune and full of dust, cobwebs, spiders and various 
livestock. However, as luck would have it, he found an old tool that 
resembled a tuning hammer and within the next couple of days, | cleaned 
the piano and had it tuned up enough to pound out some boogie woogie. 

When | arrived Ormond was in the throes of trying to change his 
barn into a dormitory. Ormond and his brother, Glen, an ex Aloutte line 
backer, concocted this plan for a summer camp. The camp was to be 
known as Bonnie Burn camp. Later in the summer, there were to be 
about eight to ten boys coming to stay at the farm and they wanted to 
have the dormitory ready. 

| had heard about Glen all the following week, but since he was 
working out of town somewhere, he was off the scene During the winter 
months, he taught at the local high school. He lived in town with his 
wife, Doris, and their three children. Glen was supposed to come out to 
help with some plowing to begin the construction of a swimming pool for 
the camp. Ormond told me that the site for the pool was away from the 
house in a natural dip of the land. Ormond said that it was perfect for 
a pool. All that was needed was to fell a few trees and plough out the 
stumps. Uh-huh! 

| spent the first week helping Gordon lay the upper floor in the 
barn, but we ran out of wood and nailS so we turned our attentions to 
painting chairs and other miscellaneous items that needed sprucing up. 

The nights were kind of dull, since there was no light save that of 
twilight or the kerosene lamp. It was hard to do anything except play the 
piano and bullshit. Ormond did plenty of that for he convinced me that 
all the money that | made from working about the farm should be put 
into buying shares of Bonnie Burn Camp. Since | didn’t know that | was 
supposed to be paid anything, | hastily agreed. Only later did | find out 
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that my grandmother had agreed to pay Ormond $75 per month for my 
upkeep at the farm. 

| inquired one night as to why we didn’t get some more wood to 
finish the floor that we had started in the barn. Ormond simply answered, 
“Cause | dont have the money." It seemed that Ormond never had any 
money. Once in awhile he would disappear for the day to hep some 
other farmer with some chores and then he might have a few bucks on 
him. 

Sometimes Ormond and | would while away the evenings by playing 
gin rummy or a variation of the same called polymultitudinous gin rummy, 
where you could build three’s or sequences from any card in another three 
or sequence. Other times we would discuss sex or philosophy and | found 
that Ormond had a new girlfriend, a nurse named Lil, that came up to 
see him on the weekends. As a matter of fact, there were an_ assorted 
bunch of characters that would come from Montreal almost every weekend. 
| will describe them later. 


First, | must describe the meals that we ingested. Every morning we 
would have big, molasses-baked navy beans for breakfast. As | stated be 
fore, | managed somehow to finagle an egg so that | would eat this 


with toast. The bread was not homemade, however, it was usually some 
sort of plastic bread like | had eaten back in the city. There was a dish 
of rhubarb if you wanted it. It was not mandatory. 

For lunch we would have beans and rhubarb unless we were lucky 
enough to eat at some other farm, having helped them with some chores, 
like the time we went to cut some cords of wood. We worked the whole 
day doing this, stopping only an hour for lunch. If you've never had the 
experience of cutting wood all day-don't. It’s back-breaking work and your 
hands tend to swell up. Indeed, | remember my hands swelling up to 
twice their size after spending a week in a lumber factory that summer. 
Ormond had "lent me out" for that week since he was unable to make 
the date. 

For supper we might have aé pork chop, bacon or stewing beef 
along with beans and rhubarb. On occasion we would have side pork. | 
couldn't eat it, no matter how hungry | was. | tried, but when | cut all 
the fat away and just ate the little piece of lean, Ormond and his father 
started ranting about wasting food and so on so | never had any again. 
The old man would not only gobble up this horrendous ort but he would 
take a whole slice of bread and swab it in the grease until it was 
soaking so much that it would start to drip. Then he would avidly place 
the whole slice in his mouth and chomp away, the juices running down 
both sides of his mouth. The first time | saw him do this, | almost 
puked. 

The old man would listen faithfully every night to the CBC news 
program with the farmer’s report. The radio was one of those old Philco 
battery tube models and was forever crapping out. The batteries would 
never last too long. Of course, everybody had to keep absolutey mum 
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whilst the old man was listening to the radio. After the program he 
would deliver a discourse on the state of his farm, the country and man- 
kind in general. He would then leave the table to tend to some more 
chores. He would finish about 9:30 p.m and come through the _ parlor 


where Ormond and | would be conversing and go straight to bed. He 
would arise at 4 am. every day to milk his cows. Gordon would usually 
help him. 


On Sundays the fare was slightly different. Usually, but not always, 
there would be chicken, potatoes and real veggies. All the food was ob 
tained via a meat wagon which would make the rounds to all of the 
farms in the vicinity. As | recall, the chap that drove that truck also 
drove the taxi that | sometimes would have to take later on in the 
summer to get back to the farm. The reason that we did not have better 
fare was because Ormond could not afford it. However, beans and rhubarb 
is not a bad staple if you are in dire straits. Also, there was plenty of 
milk, although it was unpasteurized. When | inquired about undulant fever, 
Ormond would reply, "You only have to worry if a dead calf is born or 
there is a breech birth." 

"Yes Ormond, but wouldn’t you have already drunk the milk by that 
time?" 

"Never happened yet," was his quick and final reply. 

Being a city boy, | was used to the taste of pasteurized milk, but 
|! soon became accustomed to natural milk. | always wondered about little 
black spots in the milk, though, but | don’t remember Ormond’s explana 
tion of that one. 

Later on during the first week, | met two fedlows that worked for 
Ormond-that is, when he could afford to pay them. One chap was named 
Sid. He was about 5’11" tall, mesomorphic, wore glasses and came from 
another farm. He had three sisters, but they were too young at the time 
to go on dates. Sid loved to drink beer. He also was somewhat of a 
womanizer so we hit it off right away. However, this did not prevent 
him from his views about "city slickers." 

The other fellow was named Alec. He was quite different from Sid 
in that he was very conscientious about any job that he took on, was 
scrupulously honest and extremely friendly, even though he did lose his 
temper on occasion and then he became very violent, it was said. Fortu- 
nately, | did not have an opportunity to witness one of these episodes. 
Alec was already partially bald, even though he was only twenty four. 

Alec also had a girl friend named Agatha, affectionately known as 
Aggie, who was about eighteen, red-haired but quite plain although she 
had a svelte body. It was told to me by Ormond that Alec would run 
from his house to Aggies in the winter time(a distance of over four 
miles) to visit with her and | suppose, consummate their friendship. This 
relationship had been on-going for some years | was also told. 

All in all, we formed a motley crew:Ormond, Alec, Sid, Gordon and 
myself. | was plainly the most useless of the lot as far as physical labor 
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simply because | was not accustomed to it. | was not fond of it but one 
quickly learns to adapt, especially if your ingestion of food depends on it. 

In the beginning of May, when | first arrived, | was immediately 
put to work painting everything in sight. | abhor painting to this day, 
and have more than once become nauseous from the foul aroma of most 
paints. Subsequent to my painting, | was actually paid for tuning and 
repairing the old piano. Meanwhile, Gordon was busy helping the old man 
with the cows, having to arise at 4 am. every morning. Ormond assured 
me that since Gordon came to the farm, he had only flipped out five or 
six times(with grand mal seizures, of course) and most of these were 
during the first few weeks. "Just the shock of adaptation, | imagine" Or- 
mond would say. 

Maybe so, but | remember the few times that | had to sleep in 


the same room with Gordon(an event that | did not enjoy), | would 
wake up around 3:30 am. listening to him moan and groan trying to get 
himself together enough to make it to that barn. | never really liked 


Gordon all that much, or he me, for that matter, but since we had to 
work together, we avoided any confrontations. 

| felt a bit sorry for Gordon. Nobody really liked him especially. | 
know that the other members of our group did not for they told me so 
several times. Ormond looked after him, | believe, because that was his 
job. Gordon had no friends that | ever saw and even his parents didn't 
want him around the house throwing fits, so the poor fellow must have 
been quite lonely, really. 

| believe that | mentioned heretofore that Ormond had a girl friend 
named Lil, who would visit him almost every weekend. Lil had a little 
cottage about a mile or so down the road from Ormond’s farm which she 
had purchased from some fellow that originally built it. Lil was a big 
boned woman with large breasts. Although not really a beauty, she had a 
fetching figure, although she was a mite heavy. She was very friendly and 
worked aS a nurse at one of Montreal’s larger hospitals. Every now and 
again, she would bring one of her girlfriends out with her and Sid and | 
were always vying for who had the right to do what, with witch and to 
whom. Ormond and Lil were always amused at our antics and both Sid 
and | usually ended up getting nowhere. Most of the time the girl friends 
were too old for me and too hip for Sid. 

Our first project was announced to us by Ormond one night after 
we had finished planting potatoes and unloading logs. "Starting tomorrow," 
said he, "we are going to build an addition on Mr. So-and so’s_ house." 
Mr. So-and-so was a friend of a friend of Ormond’s, who unfortunately 
recommended Ormond and his gang(us) to complete the task. The thing 
was, that no one really knew anything about building houses, let alone 
constructing additions to them. 

Ormond announced that there was "nothing to it." He had worked 
on many constructions, he said. The trouble was that | had seen some of 
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these '"constructions' and | was suitably unimpressed. However, | was _ not 
there to question, | was there to work. 

The next morning we motored to the cottage which was near 
Knowlton, by a very circuitous route via all the rocky, dirt roads in 
Ormond’s 1929 Ford truck. This was necessary because Ormond could not 
afford to buy a license plate for the truck and was not allowed to drive 
on main roads. If he was caught by the Provincial police, he would have 
to pay a large fine Unfortunately, there was a very mean French-Canadian 
Provincial motorcycle cop, called "Pete" who loathed all English farmers in 
general and Ormond in particular. Pete was always on the lookout for 
Ormond so that he could give him a ticket for something. 

More than once, it was rumored, Pete was beaten up by unknown 
assailants and run off the road. This, of course, made Pete all the more 
aggressive and unfriendly in his dealings with the english farmers in the 
area. Pete used to hang about the dance hall on Saturday nights hoping 
that someone would get too rowdy or drunk so that he could beat them 
up or arrest them. Nobody liked Pete very much-even the store owners. 

In any case, we made it to the job daily without incident except 
that | can vividly renember being bounced around in that damn_ truck 
back and forth from the job every day. When we arrived | was surprised 
to see that the chalet was much more modern than Lil’s and it set me 
to wondering how the hel we were going to possible make a_ proper 
addition to it and make it look as good as the rest of the place 

Ormond had already determined how to go about the work. First, 
we were to tear down this wall, then we would lay some new plumbing, 
connecting it to the old. Subsequently, we would put up the new frame 
with two-by-fours, lay a new floor and so on. Sid and | looked at one 
another incredulously, but Alec already had a hammer in his hand. Gordon 
was instructed to start digging. | was to assist Gordon with the digging. 
Yeah, sure. 

Digging ditches in Quebec is no mean feat. Quebec is extremely 
rocky. | won't burden the reader with graphic descriptions of the heat, 
flies, gnats and torture of using a pick and shovel in mid- June We all 
took turns with Gordie, but | must admit that he did most of the spade 
work. 

Meanwhile Alec and Ormond were busy undoing the wall where the 
addition was to be put. They took their time for they wee sorting out 
all of the pieces of wood that they stripped off the wall and | was 
relegated to pulling and straightening out all of the nails that were still 
extant so that they might be used again! | could not beieve this, but 
that night Ormond explained with geometric logic and irrefutable arithmetic 
how many cents he would be saving(or making, if you prefer) by reusing 
the material. 

"But Ormond," | protested, "the nails are mostly rusty and a lot of 
the wood is _ rotten." 


CHAPTER SIX — Page 126 


THE ROCK 127 


"We'll use the rotted wood on the inside and the nails ‘Il last," 
answered Ormond, matter-of-factly. He quickly added, "Besides which, | don't 
have the cash right now to lay out for new wood and nails. | wont 


have that until Mr. So-and-so pays the first instalment." 

Ormond could sure figure out a way to save pennies. To make a 
long story short, we completed the additional room on Mr. So-and- so’s 
cottage, but the result was depressing-at least to me Sid and Alec were 
mum when Ormond was trying to convince us that we had done a ffirst- 
rate job. All | knew was that | didnt want to be around when Mr. 
So-an-so came to see the finished product. But, Ormond got paid in full, 
so did we Alec and Sid kept telling me that relative to the standard 
around here, it was an adequate job. Maybe. 

After work Alec and Sid would go their separate ways and Ormond 
and | would head back to his farm. We would eat our beans and rhu- 
barb and then when his parents retired(usually around 8 p.m.) we would 
play polymultitudinous gin rummy or | would bang out some boogie 
woogie on the old piano whilst Ormond sat down with his books to 
figure out where the hell he was going to get some money to purchase 
items needed for the farm or the job on which we would be working. 

The weekends were different. Lil, Ormond’s girlfriend would sometimes 
come up and we would pick up Sid and Alec and go to a place where 
there was a dance band led by a fellow named Doug Witcher. The band 
played stock arrangements and was aé_ permanent fixture every Saturday 
night. 

Other weekends various people would come out from Montreal to 
rusticate, naturally paying Ormond for this privilege There was a chap 
named Lou, a teacher named John Black, whom everybody affectionately 
called "Big John," since he was very tall and other assorted personages 
that would come and go, sometimes only once. Big John, Lou and | 
would sometimes go "hunting" together, but this was just an excuse to 
walk around in the woods and shoot off my .22 calibre rifle which | 
would always take along. 

On Sundays we would have the one good meal of the week-usually 
chicken, along with various freshly cooked vegetables. After our meal a 
bridge game would usually take place In those days, | fancied myself a 
fairly good player and so Lou, Ormond, Ormond'’s father and | would play 
all afternoon. Ormond’s father was an old whist player and did not believe 
in any system of bidding so | tried to avoid him as a partner since we 
would get into violent arguments. Ormond was constantly amazed at how | 
got away with talking to his father like | did because he said that even 
he would not dare to argue with his father like that. 

Actually the old man liked me even though he did not agree with 
my method of playing. We ended up playing with other partners and he 
delighted in trying to whip me or set my bids. Of course, | also gloated 
every time | was able to whip him. The funny thing was that when | 
was not there, the old man would always ask for me, wondering why | 
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wasn't going to play. The bridge sessions became sort of a regular thing 
on Sunday afternoons. 

Since there was no electricity on the farm, | was unable to listen 
to any music. At this time | was keenly interested in a new form of 
jazz called bebop and | sorely missed not hearing these sounds and _ started 
complaining to Ormond about it. So one day he said, "I just spoke to 
my brother, Glen, about you and your records. He might be able to let 
you listen to them at his house in town. Why dont you talk to hime" 

The next day | was at Glen’s house asking him if there was any 
way that | could set up my record player. Glen took me to his garage 
which had a dirt floor and a single light bulb hanging down from the 
ceiling. He said, "If you can set it up in here, | don't see why you 
couldn’t use this place" Already my brain was figuring out how | was 
going to get an adapter for that bulb socket and hook up my equipment. 
Glen then added, "By the way, | have an old bed in here that we could 
set up so that you could sit on or lie down while listening. All the 
comforts of home, heh, heh." 

Glen and | then extricated this old metal bed from a morass of 
other junk in the garage, setting up an old straw mattress on the same 
Then he checked out, leaving me to my own devices. | got an adapter in 
town and was digging sounds that very night. 

Doris, Glen’s wife, was quite amused at my coming at odd hours to 
listen to Charlie Parker records. The other people around there thought 
that | was nuts since their musical preferences were country and western 
music, although some of the bolder folk would venture out to listen to 
Doug Witcher’s outfit on Saturday nights. 

It was now July and some boys started showing up at the farm. 
Glen and Ormond had visions of my becoming a "counsellor" but when | 
had the temerity to suggest that | be paid for this effort, both of them 
became highly indignant. Then Ormond tried to pay me off with shares of 
stock, but | gently refused his offer. So, they hired a fellow named Ken. 
Ken was a peculiar chap, about seventeen, very friendly, but a bit aloof. 
He was into acting and singing. We put together an act-a satire on the 
song "Old Man River," which we performed at the Knowlton Boat Club. It 
went over quite well, but working with Ken was hectic because he was 
never too reliable. Lou, Ormond and |, who sort of wrote the script, 
constantly had to cajole Ken into either rehearsing or reassure him before 
the performance. However, once in front of the audience, he emoted with 
the utmost gusto surprising even me 

The Knowlton Boat Club was one of those summer places where a 
lot of the more well-to-do folks used to socialize, coming from ther sum 
mer homes situated in a _ reasonable proximity from the club. | happened 
to stop in there one day to get a glass of water. | had bee hitchhiking 
and had been dropped off near the club. The caretaker there, a chap 
named Bob Bell, was very friendly and after some palaver, asked me to 
play the piano for him, which | did. We became very friendly after that 
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and he told me that | could come anytime to play or swim or whateve, 
so | would go down there quite frequently. When the members found out 
that | also played bridge, | would be invited often to one of their homes 
for a game and | ended up hanging out with the gang around there 
during the days when | was not employed at the farm. 

Sometimes at night | would not be able to mooch a ride back to 
the farm so | would end up walking or waking up the taxi driver to 
drive me back to the farm. Ormond would sometimes get angry, especially 
when | would not show up at all. | renember one night walking to 
Glen’s garage only to find out that he had padiocked the door so | 
flaked out in the hay loft in front of his house’ When Doris discovered 
that | was there the next morning, she invited me in for breakfast, which 
she often would do when | stayed in the garage When Glen would find 
out about this, he would get vexed for he thought that | should be 
slaving on the farm all the time 

Then Lil asked Ormond to put an addition on her cottage that she 
had purchased down the road from the farm. It was a one room affair 
and Lil wanted another room to be annexed on one end of it. Ormond 
said that he would be glad to do it for her, but that he needed some 
money for materials. Lil said money was no problem and so Ormond 
called all of us together again for the job. 

Gordie was to start digging a trench for the foundation but before 
we started, there was a slight chore to perform This was to get rid of 
the wood pillars that supported the cottage and substitute cement ones. 
This would last much longer and be much safer. 

We _ hastily purchased some bags of cement and sand and Ormond 
used some big jacks as | recall to hold up the cottage whilst we were 
making the forms and pouring the cement into them. However, Ormond 
did not seem to ever have enough money and when we mixed the ce 
ment, he kept insisting that we add more rocks to "give it body," he 
said. Sid and Alec kept telling him that there were too many rocks, but 
he ignored them and it looked at first like Ormond was right for the 
pillars all came out very strong except for the one in front. Unfortunately, 
when the cement hardened, there was a corner of a huge rock jutting out 
from the pillar. Very embarrassing, but there was little that could be done 
about it now. 

There was another slight mishap. The judgment regarding the _pillar’s 
height had been misconstrued and as a result, the cottage tilted about 
seven degrees to the left-i.e the right side of the cottage, standing on the 
road, was slightly higher than the left side. It was very slight, but notice 
able enough so that Sid, Alec and | started to chuckle about it, much to 
Ormond’s_ displeasure. Ormond insisted that it wasn’t all that bad and be 
sides, we had to get on with the annexed room. 

We laid down the two-by-fours and were about to put up a wall 
when Gordie said, "Hold it, there seems to be a big rock here or some 
thing." 
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Indeed there was. After some geological exploration we found that 
there was a very large rock, about 10 feet in diameter smack dab in the 
place where we were to put the new floor. How the devil were we to 
get this rock out, we all asked? "Nothing simpler," replied Ormond quickly. 
We'll just drill a hole in the center of the rock, pour in some _ blasting 
powder and the explosion will crack it into smaller pieces which welll just 
move out." 

This sounded reasonable enough until Sid asked, "Uh, how are we 
going to drill a hole in the top of the rock? We don't have a drill and 
we haven't any money to rent one, even if we could find one" 

"No problem," said Ormond quickly. | have a bit at home that we 
can use." We drove back to the farm in his ‘29 chevyy truck and he 
produced this steel tool. He explained to us that we had to hit it with 
a sledge hammer, turn it a quarter turn and hit it again and so on 
until we burrowed at least six inches into the rock. 

"Uh, like, who’s going to hold the chisel when you're slamming that 
sledge hammer down on it?" | quickly inquired. 

"We'll take turns. You can start, Keith." 

"That’s O.K. Have you got some nails that | can straighten or some 
thing?" Everybody started to laugh, but for the next five hours we turned 
that bloody chisel, taking turns with the sledge hammer and holding the 
chisel. Everytime | would see that hammer coming down with my _ hand 
below it holding that chisel | would practically fill my drawers. 

Amazingly, we managed to make a neat six inch hole in that rock. 
Ormond procured some blasting powder, pouring and packing it in with a 
fuse and covering the hole with some other rocks. Then we lit the fuse, 
running like hell for cover on the other side of the rode in a_ ditch. 
There was a very loud explosion and we heard, "zzzz," aS a small piece 
of the rock was blown out one side, leaving the rest of the rock un- 
scathed. 

| immediately fell out laughing. Alec and Sid tried to stifle huge 
smirks, but Ormond was fit to be tied. Now what, we inquired. 

"No problem," Ormond answered. "We'll get some dynamite and blow 
it out of the hole." 

"Right," | said. "Right," Alec and Sid joined in. 

It was the end of the day so | said, "Well, I'll see you Ormond. | 
have to go to the Boat Club tomorrow." 

"Like hell, you’re going with us to get the dynamite." 

"Man, this is dynamite you're talking about. Like, I’m afraid of dyna- 
mite. We're not talking about firecrackers or blasting powder. Were talking 
about Nitro mixed with some earth or something-like, later!" 

Everybody fell out laughing. "Don’t be such a baby. The stuff | get 
is safe as a church," Ormond said. All the guys started teasing me, assur- 
ing me that there hadn’t been an accident in years. | was still full of 
trepidation, but the next day, we rode into town in Ormond’s rickety truck 
to get the sticks of dynamite Since there was some crap in the back of 
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the truck, there was only room for Alec and Sid, so Gordie and | stayed 
on the running board. 

We purchased four sticks of dynamite. which Ormond put in his 
shirt pocket. He put the blasting caps in his other shirt pocket and then 
we bounced back along the country dirt road to Lil’s place. Of course, | 
was on the running board side with Ormond and had those dynamite 
sticks practically going up my nose |! couldn't believe the casualness with 
which he treated the dynamite As if the ride wasnt bad enough, he 
started to gouge into each stick with his handy dandy pen knife so that 
he could seat the blasting caps. When | saw Ormond doing this, | just 
got the hell out of there. much to the other's amusement. 

It took us most of the day to drill the four holes under the rock 
where we were to seat each dynamite stick. Finally, all was ready. Or- 
mond had hooked up the dynamite in such a way that when one went 
off, they all would go off. We scurried for cover across the road after he 
lit the fuse awaiting the big bang. The first time the fuse fizzled out. 
The second time we waited what seemed to be an eternity. Ultimately, 
there was a huge BOOM. The rock went straight up into the air, did a 
180, and plopped down in exactly the same hole as it had left. 

At first, everybody was completely stunned. Then | fell down in fits 
of laughter. So did Sid and Alec. Even Ormond started to laugh for it 
was so unbelievable that we could hardly accept it, especially after all that 
work, sweat and planning. After the laughter subsided, | asked, "Well, what 
now?" 

"| don’t know. I’m going to have to sit down and figure this out," 
Ormond admitted. "There's got to be a way to get that bloody rock out 
of there Maybe Glen will have an_ idea." 

Oh yeah, sure. Glen had this great idea about clearing out a big 
crater type area of trees to make this giant swimming pool for Bonnie 
Burn camp boys. One afternoon he ushered all of us to the site explain- 


ing that we would have to cut down all the trees first. | thought that 
he was kidding because there must have been a thousand trees at least. 
"Then," said Glen, ‘I'll just come in here with a team of horses and rout 


out the stumps. O.K. boys, get to work. Start chopping." 

We chopped for two hours or so, levelling a bunch of trees. Glen 
came back with a team of horses and hooked up some contraption to one 
of the tree stumps, all the while explaining how we were going to uproot 
the stumps. He barked out the order to the horses to pull and they did. 
Half of the stump came out, but Glen was yanked right off his feet with 
the harness still on him and for a moment there, we all thought that he 
was going to be dragged over some other stumps, but his strength saved 
him. 

Undaunted, Glen said, "There, you see. That’s what you have to do 
and they'll come right out." Everybody just stood there gawking. No one 
wanted to go near those horses or that harness and we all realized that 
this idea was completely ridiculous. But, to save face, we all agreed that 
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we would start the job the next day since we were very tired. Needless 
to say, we never went near that fied again and Glen said no more 
about it. Even the old man laughed when he heard the story from Or- 
mond. 

Well, Glen finally had his revenge, for that is exactly the way the 
rock was finally taken out of that hole’ He used a team of horses and 
his grappling tool. The hole was then so big that we had to fill it to a 
certain level and we completed the addition to the house Unfortunately, 
there was another slight miscalculation. This time the annexed part of the 
cottage tilted about seven degrees to the right-that is, the left side of the 
additional part of the cottage was slightly higher than the other part 
which slanted the other way. 

When you first looked at it, you thought that your eyes were play- 
ing tricks on you, but they weren't. Naturally we pointed out this slight 
discrepancy to Ormond, who first denied it, but when other people started 
to make remarks about the peculiar look, he finally had to admit that 
there might be "some unevenness" but he would fix this later with the 
jacks and more cement. 


Poor Lil, she was hard put to suppress her disappointed look when 
she first viewed the finished product. But, she put on a good face and 
we all went for a meal and drinks. Actually, the inside was a lot better 
than the outside for we had done an excellent job on the flooring. | 
never did find out whether Ormond fixed that cottage’s different slopes, but 
he ended up marrying Lil anyway and she sold the cottage to some other 
dude so | guess everything turned out well after alll. 
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| had just 

installed my new 
Ce. hammock and = had 
provided myself with an earphone jack near the hammock so that | could 
listen to sounds. | had drilled a hole in the window frame and laidN a 
four conductor plastic coated wire underground ending up connected to a 
stereo jack located on a fence post at one end of the hammock. The 
other end which supported the hammock was provided by a huge hook 
that | had screwed into a handy tree This tree happened to be the 
perfect distance away from the post. 

| settled in to listen to a new stereo record of John Coltrane’s My 
Favorite Things, brought to me by a musician friend from New York. It 
was a nice summer day in 1961 and my wife and | had just purchased 
our new house in Roxboro, a suburb of Montreal. Stereo had not bee 
around too many years, on record, at least, so it was a real treat to be 
able to hear something in that idiom-especially modern jazz. 

1 was swinging quietly with the music in the hammock, watching 
some cumulus clouds rolling by and revelling in my new comfort. My wife 
and son were fortunately otherwise occupied so that | had no _ distractions. 
| closed my eyes and my mind danced along with the music that | was 
hearing. | opened them for a moment and was startled to behold a figure 
approaching. It looked like one of my new neghbors that | had seen 
skulking about in his back yard just behind our new abode, and whose 
back yard was contiguous with our own. 

"What the hell does he want?" thought I. Then | decided to be 
polite. Perhaps he just wanted to meet his new neighbor. | reluctantly 
shed the headphones as he approached. | saw that he was a tall man, 
about 6 feet, | would say, with a ruddy complexion, sporting a crop of 
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red hair. He looked Celtic or Scottish and indeed he was a Scotsman. He 
introduced himself as "Frank" and then proceeded to tell me a little about 
himself. 

Frank said that he worked for the Royal Trust company selling mu- 
tual funds. His wife, Betty, was working part time as an elementary school 
teacher. As he talked | found that there was something about this fellow 
that | did not like, but | couldn’t put my finger on it. Of course | was 
also aware that certainly one of the purposes of this visit was to try to 
get me to invest in mutual funds. Like all good salesmen he was trying 
to enlist any new customers that he could. The first thing that struck me 
was that his general deportment was not conducive to selling anything, let 
alone mutual funds. That is, his manners and behavior did not fit into 
one’s usual stereotype of a salesman. Frank was not likeable at first meet- 
ing and it seemed to me that he had some sort of an emotional prob- 
lem. For one thing, he seemed overly hostile about certain things. He also 
was bigoted against the French and did not hesitate to talk about it. 

Actually, in retrospect, this job did not last very long. He was 
highly unsuccessful at it so he tried his hand maintaining an apiary. Some 
of the neghbors were highly amused as they watched him _ puttering 
around with his hives in the back yard, getting stung regularly. The bees 
didn’t seem to like him much more than the neighbors and | recall more 
than one time seeing poor Frank with his face all bloated from _ being 
stung by the bees. Also, | never did get or taste any of the honey out 
of those hives, if | remember correctly. Maybe he gave a jar to my wife 
| can’t recollect. 

Frank talked about my house and told me that he was there when 
it was being built. It was because of him, he said, that | had so many 
trees left on my property. The landscapers wanted to cut them all down, 
but Frank said that he threatened then somehow and stopped them from 
doing this. | was not sure that | believed him. However, | could see that 
he was trying his best to be friendly and probably thought that | would 
be a good candidate for a new friend and neighbor. 

Frank stayed to talk for about an hour and as time progressed, his 
palaver got stranger and stranger. He would come out with some sentence 
that was completely off the wall, but at the time | figured that he 
might be saying these things just to get a reaction from me or to ‘feel 
me out" to see how | perceived what he had described. Or he might 
have just been nervous trying to break the ice as people do sometimes 
and in their enthusiasm to be friendly, they put their foot in their mouth 
and end up antagonizing the new, prospective friend. 

Be that as it may, | am a firm believer in intuition and _ first 
impressions and have found that most of the timealthough, not always, 
that one’s first impressions are correct. In any case, when he left, | 
thought to myself that here was a guy to watch. 

Some weeks after the hammock was in placa my wife and | de 
cided to put up a badminton net since we liked to indulge in this sport 
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from time to time As soon as it was installed, Frank spotted it and 
sauntered over. | had noticed a couple of things about Frank that week. 
The first thing was the way that he treated his wife and children. He 
was always yelling and screaming at them. Now mind you, when you 
have a wife and three kids, they're bound to get on your nerves, but 
Frank always seemed to overreact somehow. He had two boys and a girl. 
One of the boys was almost four and still was not talking. This also 
seemed to irk Frank no end and so he concentrated much his scolding on 
this boy, who was forever crying and carrying on at great length. 

Frank fancied himself aS possessing some prowess as a_ badminton 
player, but | don’t remember his winning many games. Also, he would 
take the utmost delight in swatting the bird with all his might so as to 
try to make it propel at bullet speed towards his opponent. Unfortunately, 
more often than not, the bird would end up in the netting. Once in a 
while, though, the bird would come whizzing at you over the net. When 
| was able to return these shots, Frank would get very upset since he 
would never be able to swat one of these shots when he was on the 
receiving end. It provided my wife and me no end of amusement when 
we would watch him swinging at the bird in its flight path with all his 
might only to see it almost magically pass right through his racket. 

Frank was not a very good sport so after about 10 or 15 minutes 
of play, he would quit, perhaps going home to beat up his wife or yell 
at his kids for compensation. Actually, Frank had not yet reached the 
depths of his later depravity. This was to come much later and | only 
experienced chronological glimpses of more aberrant behavior. 

One day Frank phoned me to ask me to fix his TV set which had 
crapped out. | did a lot of electronic repair and tinkering in those days 
and had gladly lent my services out to my neighbors. Frank was in some 
what of a snit because a big football game was in the offing and he 
was going to miss it. 

| took my caddy over to his house and popped in a couple of 
tubes and readjusted his set. Most of the time when | repaired TV sets | 
found that people had a bad habit of screwing around with the controls 
succeeding only in completely misaligning their sets. | charged him for the 
tubes only and left. He reluctantly paid me the money(without a "thank 
you," of course), but Betty, his wife, invited me over for supper. Actually, 
she had invited both my wife and me, but my wife loathed Frank and 
declined the invitation. | did not, since | always like to oblige a neighbor. 
Besides, a free meal is a free meal. 

Betty turned out to be a good cook, but the meal was not too 
fancy as | recall. The fact that | broke bread with Frank made me even 
more of a confidant to him and he told me some pretty weird stuff 
about himself. How much of it was true, | still don’t know, but during 
some of our discourse, Frank informed me that he had been in_ India 
serving with the British army. When | started to ask too many specific 
questions he would change the subject. 
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Every now and again he would mention the fact that he was in 
charge of either Boy Scout or Cub Scout troops and then would add 
something like, "Young boys’ asses are like jello on springs," or offer some 
other lewd observation about young boys. This indicated to me that he 
might have homosexual tendencies. However, when he would say _ these 
things, he would smirk a bit and then watch my reaction. The first time 
it happened, | thought that he was putting me on, so | did not react at 
all. | just kept on talking about something else After a while it got to 
be a drag, so | would answer something like "Yes, | suppose so, _ if 
you’re a queer. Are you a queer, Frank?" There would be a long pause 
as he was trying to think up something to say. This would give me a 
chance to laugh and again change the subject. 

Later | learned that he was in charge of an organization called the 
Boy's Brigade. To appreciate the significance of this, a little history about 
Frank’s origins must be considered. It seems that Frank’s grandfather was 
highly successful financially. His son, Frank’s father was somewhat the oppo- 
site. Frank’s father had joined the Black Watch and although he seemed to 
have made a good soldier, he managed to squander most of his_ inheri- 
tance before he expired. Unfortunately for Frank, his father did not provide 
him with either an education or a large inheritanceonly his name 

Still this was worth something to budding socal dcimbers. As it 
turned out, Frank’s wife, Betty's mother was just that. She cajoled Betty 
into marrying Frank for the prestige of the family name, despite the warn- 
ings of Betty’s cousin(who also resided in Roxboro at the time) and who 
knew all about Frank’s past. Despite her cousin's protestations, Betty fol- 
lowed her mother’s direction and of course, lived to regret it. 

Be that as it may, |, nor any other neighbor ever heard Betty say 
one word against Frank, although we heard her teeth grinding plenty of 
times or observed her eyes rolling about in her head like two orbs in a 
pinball machine. This would occur frequently when Frank would perpetrate 
one of his stunts. On retrospect, it was to Betty’s credit that she never 
spoke against her husband to anybody. But then, she didnt have to, re 
ally, his actions spoke for themselves. 

So, the Boy's Brigade was founded by Frank’s father and was _ sup- 
posed to include the offspring of men that had been in the Black Watch 
or aS one amusing wag put it, it was referred to as "Son of Black 
Watch." When Frank and the brigade parted company, Frank decided that 
his son, Terry, would carry on the tradition by playing drums in the 
organization. He set about this by making Terry practice for hours and we 
could hear him sometimes banging away trying to master the art. Upon 
the odd occasion Frank would be inspired to become the local skirler. This 
would necessitate my putting on some jazz record to drown out the ce 
cophony that resulted. 

However, the rumor floating around the neighborhood was that Frank 
was using his garage for luring some of the young male puberts and 
initiating them into certain homosexual acts. Nothing was ever proven about 
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this to my knowledge, although allegations were made by some young peo- 
ple with whom | talked. The information was always second hand. 

Another rumor about Frank was that he was the mysterious "peeping 
Tom" that was seen on more than one occasion skulking about Roxboro at 
night. To my knowledge, Frank was never caught doing this either, but as 
one endearing Roxboro soul put it, "I’m not saying that Frank was the 
peeping Tom, but afte’ he was killed, there were no more reports of 
peeping Toms." 

The reason | was not certain of his sexual preferences was because 
he would sometimes talk lewdly about women in the fashion that most 
men do with one another. Indeed, one time | mentioned to Frank that | 
had obtained an 8mm porno film in New York while visiting there. His 
eyes lit up and | could see that he was keenly interested in seeing it. | 
did not have an 8mm projector at the time and _| told him so. | bedieve 
that he tried to borrow one from another neighbor, but | never showed 
him the film. 

Instead, one night Frank phoned me and asked me if | would be 
kind enough to lend him my films for a stag that he was attending. At 


this moment, there was no reason for me to mistrust Frank, so | lent 
him my films asking him to return them when he was through with the 
stag. | heard nothing from him for a couple of weeks and so | phoned 


to see what had happened to the films. Frank answered the phone and 
when | brought up the subject of the films, he asked, "Oh, did you want 
them back?" 

"Of course," said | angrily. "| thought | made that quite clear when 
| lent them to you." 

"O.K., come over and get ‘em." 

"Fuck you. You bring ‘em over here. I’m not chasing over there." 

"O.K., I'll bring them tomorrow." 

"Like hell, you'll bring them right now. | need ’em for tonight." 

This latter statement wasn’t true, of course, but | was fed up with 
his procrastination. | later found out that this was Frank’s standard proce 
dure for returning any implements or sundries from anybody. He would 
borrow from anybody that would be fool enough to lend him anything. Of 
course, | only found this out later on in my dealings with him. 

Frank brought over the film and when he came in, he_ sheepishly 
said, "Oh, by the way, | have something to tel you. The first film got 
caught in the projector and it tore up about the ffirst 25 feet. I’m very 
sorry." 

"That’s O.K. Frank, did you bring the portion that got torn?" 

"No, | threw it away. it was no good." 

"Uh-right!" 

| took back what was left of the films and swore to myself that 
this would be the last time he would ever get any film from me. Also, 
coming over to the house gave Frank the opportunity to lee at my wife 
This was one of his favorite pastimes while sitting in his back yard. My 
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wife would be puttering around in her garden in the back yard and 
Frank would be watching her through a pair of binoculars he had. This 
amused me greatly, but it did not amuse my wife She was highly an- 
noyed at this and it only added to her intense dislike of Frank. Indeed, 


she would tell me about times when | was away working and Frank 
would amble over from his house and ring the front doorbell. My wife 
would always see him coming and never answer the door. | concurred 


with her that this was probably the best idea. 

As it turned out, it was, because the lady adjacent to us was in 
her garage one day looking over some things that she wanted to throw 
out when Frank appeared. He started to talk to her and then suddenly 
his palaver turned lewd and the next thing my neighbor knew, was that 
she was in a wrestling match with Frank. It seemed that he had amorous 
intentions and could not understand why the lady would not succumb to 
his charms. Not only did she not succumb, but she started screaming blue 
murder and chastising Frank with the utmost severity until he finally got 
the message that she wanted nothing whatever to do with him. 

As time went on, most of my neighbors were getting fed up with 
his shenanigans. Indeed, a son of one of my neighbors residing not far 
from me hated Frank’s guts. | don’t know why exactly, but | believe that 
he had the misfortune to be in one of Frank’s scout troops. The boy's 
father, a close friend of mine, shared his son's antipathy and would some 
times ask me how | could put up with even talking to Frank. | would 
Sluff it off, alleging that | could handle him, but | heeded his warning 
just the same. His son would always spot Frank coming to talk to his 
father and would run home and warn his father, whereupon his father 
would shut and lock the front door. Frank would saunter up to the door, 
ring the bell. When there was no answer, he would try the door and 
finding it locked would then amble off to pester some other unsuspecting 
neighbor. 

Not only was Frank becoming the local pariah of our neighbourhood, 
he was also becoming a pest to the local police) who were constantly 
throwing him in jail for drunk and disorderly conduct. | only heard ru- 
mors about his deportment at local bars, but | understand that he was, 
more often than not, involved in some fracas and had to be spirited away 
in the paddy wagon until he dried out and was released. 

All the while Frank kept in touch with me, bending my ear from 
time to time, sometimes engaging in quite sober conversation, other times, 
ranting some gibberish that was hard to follow. He never stopped plaguing 
me to fix his electronic stuff either. One time he phoned and asked me 
to fix his TV set again. | did so, but when | asked him for the money, 
he waltzed me around the room with some story about not having the 
cash and he could give me a post-dated check next Friday. 

At this juncture, | had no reason to disbelieve him for it was still 
in the early stages of our acquaintance When | came back that Friday to 
obtain the check, he stalled me for another week. | got the check only 
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two or three weeks later, but | vowed that if | ever did any repair for 
him again, the terms would have to be net cash. 

Subsequently, Frank called me again. | went over with my _ caddy 
and tools and popped in a couple of tubes, which had blown out. | 
wrote out a bill, this time charging him the list price of the tube, 
although | still did not charge for my time He started to bullshit me 
again, so | reached into the back of the set, yanked out the two _ tubes 
that | had replaced and packed up my stuff to go. 

"Wait a minute," Frank cried out. 

"No wait a minute, Frank. You pop for the tubes now in cash or 
you don’t watch TV. Your choice" 

"| told you. I'll pay you Friday." 

"We went through that bit before ‘Once bitten, twice shy,” | 
averred. 

"Allright, just a minute." 

Frank went to see Betty. There was a pause and some raised 
voices, but Frank emerged with the money in his hand. 

"You're a hard man." 

"| Know you, Frank." 

| took the money and left. Frank was quite chagrined and somewhat 


consternated for | am _ usually very friendly. From then on, | had no 
trouble with getting paid for my repairing Frank’s TV. Another day, much 
later, he phoned and when | went to fix his se, | found that his 


picture tube had blown. | told him this and made certain that if he 
wished me to fix it that he would have to cough up the money in cash. 
At the time, there was a place in Laval where one could get recondi- 
tioned picture tubes for about $15. The man would put in a new gun 
and new phosphor into an old tube Most of the TV repairmen would put 
these in and then charge the full list price for a new picture tube, thus 
making a handsome profit. 

| also told Frank that | was not about to cart over his big set to 
do the exchange. He would have to bring the set over somehow into my 
basement and then retrieve it after | had fixed it. He whined a bit, but 
finally agreed and he used his boy's wagon to bring it over. | fixed the 
set up so that it worked like new. When he saw it, his eyes lit up and 
he told me that he had the wagon outside and would take it away. 

| said, "Sure, Frank, aS soon aS you pay me." 

"| haven't got all the money now, but | can give you $20 now 
and the rest on Friday." 

| burst into laughter and said, "Then you can give me the whole 
amount Friday and come and get the set Friday." 

"| have the wagon all ready and waiting." 

"I’m sure the wagon won't mind. Just pull it back home, or, if you 
want, you can leave the wagon here and come back on Friday to take 
both it and the TV back home. How would that be?" 


CHAPTER SEVEN — Page 139 


140 CHAPTER SEVEN 


Frank did not like this at all, but | was adamant-no money, no TV. 
| had that TV for a month in my basement before | got paid. Picture 
tubes were a drag to replace and | remember one of them imploding 
when we were handling it. The blast made such a racket that the felow 
next door thought that it was a gunshot. 

As time passed, Frank worked less and less and got into more and 
more trouble. He was always borrowing tools and invariably, | would have 
to go to his place to fetch them back. He borrowed my wheelbarrow one 
time and left it out in his back yard for months. In fact, it was there 
so long that it captured some water that proceeded to eat through the 
paint in the front of it. Frank had it so long that when | asked for it, 


he seriously thought that it was his own. | had to sand and paint the 
wheelbarrow and after that, | never let him borrow anything and by this 
time we were hardly speaking to one another. 

But the final insult was yet to come | have always had cats. My 
wife adored cats as did | and we had many litters. Some of these cats 
would disappear mysteriously, others we would give away. | was unaware 


of it at the time, but Frank, spending most of his days in his back 
yard, would sit there with a bb gun and shoot at my cats when they 
came on to his property-or so he said. My wife said that he was _ shoot- 
ing at them all the time, but when | would come out into the yard, | 
could never catch him. 

Around this time, we had just had another litter of cats and there 
were two females. We named them Nikki and Chum, the latter name 
being chosen because she was so friendly that when you looked at her or 
called her name, she would start to purr. We decided to keep the two 
females and they loved to romp in the back yard as did all our previous 
cats. 

One day | heard Chum at the back door meowing very loudly-some 
thing that she never did. | went over to investigate and found that one 
of her eyes was bleeding! | picked her up and my wife came over to 
see what was wrong as well. She found a bb in the cat’s eye It must 
have been Frank, thought |. At first, | was going to go over with my 
baseball bat, but my wife stopped me We decided to phone the _ police 
instead and we did. 

Two huge policemen appeared at our front door and when the 
larger of the two saw the cat, he gasped and said, “Tabernac, who did 
dat? You will have to have the cat destroyed." 

"| haven't got the heart. The guy behind me did it with a bb 
gun." 

"Who's that, Frank?" 

"Yes," said my wife in tears and she then engaged the police in 
conversation in French-a thing that she did when she really got upset. 

The bigger policeman said, "There’s very litthe we can do because a 
cat is considered a wild animal. We can't arrest him unfortunately." 
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My wife was crestfallen. Then the policeman added, "But we can 
bloody well go there and give him a good talking to." 

The second policeman concurred with this and that is what they did. 
In fact, they were there for 45 minutes or so. After that, My wife or | 
never saw Frank with the bb gun and we thought that he had gotten 
rid of it. 

Not so as | will explain. Our back yard is like a veritable jungle 
with lots of trees and bushes. It also abutted Frank’s back yard so _ that 
if he were indeed a peeping Tom, it would provide great camouflage for 
him or anybody else that might indulge in this activity. Also, our family's 
music also seemed to act aS a magnet for various puberts and teenagers 
to congregate in the density of our trees. This was fine with me until | 
found my property littered with hundreds of empty bags that obviously had 
held marijuana, which they enjoyed smoking while listening to the music. 
Indeed, | discovered later that the side of my property was used as a 
"drop" for various forms of dope. To discourage all of this we had _ in- 
stalled a 1000 watt bulb above the back door in the 110V socket there 
The city of Roxboro also saw fit to install a huge street light around 
there as well. One night when | threw the switch, nothing happened. | 
looked at the bulb. It seemed O.K. until | investigated with more scrutiny. 
| found that there was a tiny hole in the bulb. At first | figured that a 
droplet of water had hit the bulb when it was on, but upon further 
investigation | found a bb inside the bulb! Clearly, someone had to be 
taught a_ lesson. 

My wife was crestfallen about the cat. We decided to keep Chum 
and she had her own litter of kittens, but | don’t think | ever heard her 
purr again until she started to nurse her kittens. The blinding had 
changed her behavior and subsequently, she died from some disease. Nikki 
held sway for years afterward. 

Both of us had not forgotten about Chum. The question was, what 
to do about it. | fet like hiring a couple of men to work Frank over, 
but this is always a bad move for a number of reasons. My wife noticed 
that Frank was always puttering in his garden and seemed to be very 
proud of it. That was it. We would get some agent Orange and sprinkle 
his garden with it. Nothing would grow in it for years. Also, it was not 
all that illegal, if indeed, anybody gave a damn anyway. 

| rubbed my hands and chuckled in mirth. The only snag_ was, 
where do | get some agent Orange | managed to obtain some in another 
couple of weeks, but | wanted to wait for awhile before | used it so 
that no one would connect me with the deed. 

Well, as luck would have it, Fate took over. It seems that | guess 
| wasn’t the only one that did not like Frank. One Saturday night as he 
was perambulating along Gouin boulevard(probably going from one tavern to 
another), a car came along and hit Frank with such force that he was 
thrown 60’ into the air. His rate of propulsion was so great that he 
ended up wrapped around a telephone pole on the side of the boulevard. 
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Who hit him? No one knows. It was a hit and run driver who was 
never found. | don’t think the police looked too hard for him under the 
circumstances. 

The news spread around the neighbourhood like wildfire Each time a 
new person heard the news, they would instantly blurt out, "Oh great, 
Uh-| mean, oh, that’s too bad." One could see that he was not going to 
be missed very much. After he was killed, for example, my next door 
neighbor was heard saying, "That’s the best thing that ever happened to 
him." Another neighbour said, "It was the best for his wife..,". and so on. 

Betty stayed for awhile to finish her teaching and then she sold the 
house and moved out west. | think the whole family must have breathed 
a sigh of relief. Nobody really knows whether it was really an accident or 
whether somebody finally decided that they had had enough of this person. 
The question is, what happened to Frank in his earlier life to make him 
act in such a manner? Some said that he even chose his wife because 
although she was no beauty, she was conscientious, a good home maker 
and had that old persistence to hang in there, even when the marriage 
was_ intolerable. What was the whole story? Maybe someday, we will find 
out. 
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